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Sed omnes una manet nox, 
Et calcanda semel via lethi. 
| non. . 


— 


But see a reverend form arise, 
With beck ning hands and awful eyes; 
Where La Trappe's silent vot'ries weep, 
« Or virgins midnight vigils keep, 
The cloister drear, the hallow'd gloom 
Break the dark distance of the tomb, 
« Ahl thither, restless rover, flee, 
And there 8weet peace shall lodge with thee.” —. 
Vain boast of frantic zeal and sullen care, 
' Prayipg, mid sighs and groans, or musing in despair. 
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THE LIBERTINES, Gs. 


CHAPTER I. 


« Hence motley mirth and wanton ſong, 
That friſk in airy mood along, 
Too rapt in bliſs to hear a figh !. 
Hence too, with theſe, 
Self-ſoothing eaſe, 
That ſeeſt a tear unmov d, and paſſeſt filent by!“ 


DYER'S ODE TO PITY. 


# 

ArrxoO was carefully inſtructed by his 
uncle to revere the catholic religion; and 
the defire he felt at being witneſs to the 
ſplendid procefſions of the convents on feſ- 
tivals, gave his uncle great hopes, that he 
ſhould one day be able to immure him in 
a monaſtery, and by that means totally de- 
prive him of all intercourſe with the world, 


—He laviſhed the higheſt encomiums on 
the munificence of the church and its 


members, expoſtulated with Alexo upon 
its riches, and involved in his arguments 
the certainty of ſalvation for thoſe who be- 
came God's agents for the adminiſtration 


of his bleflings on earth. The poor, 


ſaid he, receive alms and comfort from 
the inſtitution, and the rich, unbounded 
ſatisfaction from the pious exhortations of 
its members. Is it not, then, more con- 


ſiſtent with reaſon, 3 obey the dictates of 


. 


( 2 ) 


the hcart, than ſacrifice our reputation and 
lives at the ſhrine of intemperance? T .) 


midnight riot may command, from the in- 
— \fluence of wine, a temporary pleaſure; but 
a comfort of laſting effect is found only by 
= the rational few, that follow the dictates of 
morality and religion.“ | as 
This ſubtle argument produced the de- 
fired effect, and the young Alexo was ini- 
tiated into the convent of St. Dominic, in 
the prime of life, and the meridian ,of 
gaiety and diſſipation. Father St. Francis, 
a man eſteemed univerſally for his bene- 
volence and piety, was choſen the precep- 
tor of onr young friar. He exerted every 
principle of inſtruction, to inſtil into his 
mind the moral obligations of men ſet 
apart from ſociety for virtuous diſpenſa- 
tions, and the promulgation of religiouste- 
nets: he alſo every evening read him lec- 
tures in his cell upon abſtinence, and re- 
commended the voluntary penance of the 
body, to quiet the torments of conſcience. 
After having taught him the neceſſary leſ- 
ſon of obedience to the worm-eaten relics 
of different ſaints, and given him a rigid diſ- 
guſt at fleſhly gratifications, he left him to 
Falk the neceſſary functions of his office, 
as junior friar of the convent. Mey 
If the feelings of a man at twenty-one 
| can ever be overcome by the rigid and 
| ridiculous rules of a monaſtic life, I am 
| forry to ſay our young friar, at leaſt, was 
3 not ſo happy as to effect it. He could not 


(3) 
extricate himſelf from the fetters of nature 
and an education fitted for the world. He 
would often lament his ſolitary ſituation, 
and throw his crucifix on the ground in 
the height of anger and deſpair. 

In his-cell was a beautiful painting of 
the Virgin Mary; but the ſkill of the artiſt 
- was loſt, and adoration forgotten, when 
he ſighed at midnight for- the gay compa- 
nions of thoſe hours, once devoted to mirth 
and diſſipation, WOE 
One evening, as he muſed in the ſolitary 
walks of the convent garden, he curſed the 
hour of his initiation, and broke into ve- 
hement and loud exclamations upon the 
frailty of human nature, and the venality 
of his profeſional confederates. © Wh 
did liſten,” faid he, to the artful, diſ- 
ſembling advice of Rodirego? Why did I. 
ſo precipitately leave the ſeat of pleaſure 
and luxury, for this abominable clothing, 
and the food of ſuperſtition ?—I will, I am 
reſolved.” 

At that moment he diſcovered a friar 
muſing in a walk over-arched with high 
irees, that led to an hermitage at the bot- 
tom of the garden: apprehending he had 
overheard his exclanmtions, he retreated 
through the ſhrubbery into an adjoining 
romantic arbour, and there ſecreted him- 
ſelf amidſt the low ſhrubs that ſurrounded 
the ſpot from the prying eye of curioſity. 
It was the eve of V Mark, and the day 
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had been kept as a publie feſtival and ſo- 
lemn confeſſion by the monks. 

He ſuffered the hour of midnight to 
approach, before he ventured from his 
hiding-place; and having ſmothered his 
face in his cowl, proceeded haſtily to his 
cell. As he paſſed through the cloiſters 
that led to the weſtern door of the chapel, 
he diſcovered two men in an avenue ad- 
Joining, in private conference, and liſtened 
attentively to their converſation; They ap- 
peared from their geſtures to be diſcuſſing 
a ſubject of momenteus conſequence. 

This determined Alexo to know the re- 
ſult of their conference. He, therefore, 


managed to get as near them as poſlible 


without being detected; and his aſtoniſn- 
ment was beyond conception whenhe heard 
the crime of murder defended by the oldeſt 
friar of the two, in the moſt horrid and 
fanguinary terms. 34 
« Murder,” ſaid the monk, © may be 

committed with propriety, when the moral 
character of the perpetrator is hazarded 
by the exiſtence of the perſon poſſeſſed of 
a Tecret, the diſcloſure of which muſt ine- 
vitably be his ruin.” | 

A ſigh proceeded from the other friar, 
accompanied with theſe word: 

Alas! my brother, how ſhall we re- 
concile to our minds the reflection of the 
many happy hours we have ſpent in the 
company of the unhappy and unfortunate 
Amantha? Oh God! I ſhould never reſt 


( 


after ſuch an act of horrid and deliberate 
barbarity. Tou ſurely cannot juſtify ſuch 
a proceeding. Amantha has not injured 
WR 

True,“ exclaimed the grey-headed 


- hypocrite; © but has ſhe not expoſed the 


\ 


lady abbeſs to inſult and contempt, her to 
whom 1 am devoted by the ties of un- 
bounded affection? She ſhall die to-night.” 

« Hold! hold! Father Jerome,” ſaid 
De Carros; “be not too precipitate: you 
may repent this temerity. Let us think of 
ſome way to diſpoſe of her, leſs violent and 
impious than murder.” | | 

« Away, then,” exclaimed Jerome, 
« away to your cell, and brood over the 
childiſh fears that would keep you from 
an act commanded by our religion andthe 
laws of ſelf-defence. Hence! hence! and 
remember, that, although you may not 
aſſiſt in the execution of the deed, you 
will anſwer for acts of diſaffection to our 
order. The good character you now com- 
mand in the convent will avail but little; 
for Iwill blaſt it with the force of my au- 
thority, and you ſhall ſuffer the puniſhment . 
due to your cowardice.” 


Here they ſeparated; when Jerome ſud- 


denly turned to Panl de Carros, the other 
monk, and again demanded his preſence at 
the bloody at. He conſented, but ap- 
parently under the impreſhan of terror and 
the feelings of * hey procecded with 
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caution down an avenue in the garden, and 
paſſed through a private archway that led 
into the burying ground of the convent. 

Alexo liſtened with anxiety near the ſpot 
for ſome time, but no ſound of any kind 
was heard. Tired with-fruitleſs watching, 
he was about to depart, when he 3 
footſteps approaching. He immediately ſe- 
creted himſelf near a ruin, from which he 
perceived the friars advance, eſcorting a 
nun, who was clad in a deep black veil. 

His mind was now ſtrongly impreſſed 
with the piercing ſenſation of horror. 'The 
moon was ſunk into the boſom of a dark 
cloud, and filence, as in death, reigned in 
every part of the ſolitude. And as he fol- 
lowed the friars through the gloomy walks 
of the garden, the fighs of the unfortunate 
female only were heard to mingle with the 
moaning of the mght wind, as it ſwept 
along the avenues. | 

After ſome time they arrived at a private 
door which led into the chapel, and which 
was open. The ſurpriſe of the friars at 
this unuſual circumſtance was beyond ex- 
e They deliberated upon the con- 

equences of entering the ſanctuary in the 
preſence of the perſon whom they ſuppoſed 
was at prayers. It was therefore deter- 
mined that one ſhould proceed and exa- 
mine the chapel, whilſt the other remained 
at the outer door. a 

6 Precious moments!” ſaid Alexo; 
te why ſhould I heſitate to fell this villain 


ty 


to the earth, and reſcue from certain death 
this innocent and friendleſs victim? Will 
God forgive the act? I have been taught to 
love him for his goodnefs—to acknowledge 
his forgiveneſs to a repentant finner.— 
Why, then, ſhould I doubt of his mercy 
for a deed of juſtice ?—Yes, he ſhall die.” 
And quickening his pace to where the 
friar ſtood, he bad nearly gained the ſpot 
unoblerved, when Jerome came from the 
chapel, and reported to his fellow, that no 
perſon was there, and he ſuſpected the 
porter had unintentionally forgot to lock 
the door. 

Alexo hearing this, contrived to get into 
the chapel, whilſt the ſriars were buſted in 
ſatisfying their ſuſpicion, by ſearching the 
adjoining avenues and places likely for 
concealment. | The aiſles were dark and 
ſolitary, whichobliged Alexoto be careful 
in picking his way, leſt he ſhould be heard 
by the friars, who were approaching. He 
ſecreted himſcif behind a tomb, until they 
had nearly reached the top of the middle 
aiſle; when he perceived them go up to a 
ſmall altar that ſtood in a remote niche of 
the gothic ſtructure, and kneel down be- 
fore it. 

After muttering a few incoherent pray - 
ers, they took the female by the arm, and 
commanded her to kneel before the altar. 
She obeyed. They then ordered her to 
kiſs ber agnys dei, and pray for a remiſſion 
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of her ſins, for that in a few minutes ſhe 
would be no more. 

Sighs and tears, accompanied with the 
moſt pathetic entreaties, were the conſe- 
quence of this order. She conjured them 
by their faith, and love of Almighty God, 
to ſpare her; for ſhe was innocent of any 
crime they had to charge her with. 

„ Horrid 1dea!” cried Jerome: © thou 
knoweſt that the order would condemn us 
to the ſevereſt puniſhment, and the lady 
abbeſs to death, for violating the ſacred 
laws of the inſtitution, | in ſuffering you to. 
eſcape puniſhment merely for requeſting 
it. No, no; thou muſt—Nay, thou canſt 
not live.” 

Remember,“ ſaid ſhe, © the ole. 
ſions you made when firſt-I devoted my 
perſonal influence to your ſolieitations. 
Remember, when in religious converſation, 
how often you have ſtored my heart with 
che principle of mercy, and taught me to 
revere bencvolence as the dawn of heaven 
on the mind! Spare me! Spare me! And 
whilſt you brood over the conſequences of 
a diſcovery, rely on my innocence for an 
acquittal, Reflect upon the act you are 
about to commit—a deed of murder —a 
crime that never can be pardoned.“ 

Here ſhe took a miniature painting from 
her boſom, and preſſing it to her lips, ſned 
over it a thouſand affectionate tears. A 
clock was * heard in the Ae 
turret. 
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Time paſſes,” exclaimed Jerome, 
and morning will appear before we can 
conceal the body.” | 

He drew the dagger from his belt; and 
as he raiſed his arm to plunge it in her bo- 
ſom, Alexo groaned in the moſt terrific 
manner. The friar heſitated. | 

* Are we not alone?” ſaid Jerome. © 1 
carefully ſurveyed the chapel, and found it 
totally free from human beings.” 

That noiſe,” replied De Carros,* muſt 
proceed from the ſpirit of ſome injured and 
avenging ſaint, whoſe name we have ſo re- 
peatedly profaned, by ufing it in the pray- 
ers we are now on the point of violating, 
with the moſt deliberate act of barbarity.“ 

Idle thought!” exclaimed Jerome: 
* the diſquietudes of the dead ariſe not 
from humane regard to the living, but from 
the ſouls enduring the pains of purgatory 
for ſome atrocious deed commuted whilſt 
in exiſtence: the earth hides their bones, 
and repetition of maſs, for the repoſe of 
the ſpirit every evening, ſurely mult 
be ſufficient. Theſe are the dreams of 
imagination, the viſionary effects of ſuper- 
ſtitious fear:—it was the hollow wind 
amongſt the tombs. We will proceed.” 

Again Alexo performed the office of a 
ſupernatural being, with fighs and groans. 

] am convinced,” ſaid Jerome.“ ſome 
prying fiend has ſecrcted himſelf in the 
church. I will examine it. If he be mortal, 
death ſhall be the atonement of his euriofi- 


1 
ty: if ſupernatural, it is the buſineſs of 
fools and children only, to be alaried at a 
paſſing ſhadow.“ 5 
He advanced ſo quick to the place of 
Alexo's concealment, that he had not time 
to eſcape, and fell into the friar's hands. 

« Ha, villain!*.exclaimed Jerome, © art 
thou the ſuſpected ſpirit? Doſt thou pre- 
ſume to diſpenſe the untimely warnings 
of the dead? Take the reward of your 
treachery.” . | 5 

He aimed a blow at Alexo with the dag- 
ger, but fortunately it only penetrated the 
ſleeve of his habit. This circumſtance-al- 
lowed Alexo time to recover himſelf; and 
ſeizing the friar by the throat, he threw - 
him on the ground. | 

During the ſcuffle, De Carros conveyed 
the lady from the church to his cell; and 
on his return he found Alexo had over- 
powered his antagoniſt, who was begging 
for mercy on the ground. 

* Take it,” cried Alexo: * take that, 
which thou this moment denied to the un- 
fortunate victim of your cruelty.—Execra- 
ble old man! let the future hours of your 
life be devoted to penitence and contrt- 
tion.“ | 

He hurried to the altar, but perceiving 
that De Carros had decamped with Aman- 
tha, was about to leave the chapel in ſearch 
of her, when the friar appeared, and de- 
manded the reaſon of his conduct. 

&« This church,” ſaid the monk, © is a 


En 
ſanctuary, the houſe of God, a place conſo- 


crated to devotion, and not for a diſplay of 
our criminal paſſions in acts of blood.” 
e Deteſted hypocrite!” exclaimed Alexo; 
I will unmaſk you to the world. The 
church of Rome is no more than a conſe- 
crated aſylum for' the promoters of vice 
and murder; but the Holy Inquifition 
ſhall reward you.” | 
„ Hold!” ſaid De Carros, © raſh, in- 
temperate youth! Reflect upon the conſe- 
quences that muſt inevitably reſult from 
ſuch conduct. The Holy Inquiſition is a 
tribunal of opinion, and regards the order 
of St. Dominic too much to intertere with 
its members on the tale of a diſtempered 
brain: your folly will be rewarded with an 
exemplary puniſhment. Know that Jerome 
is one of the Secret Council of Reference. 
I warn you of the danger that threatens 
you. The puniſhments are dreadful. Go 
to your cell, and attend to the duties of 
your profeſſion, otherwiſe you will repent 
it. | 
Alexo was ſenſible of nothing but the 
effects of rage and diſappointment, and 
_ ruſhing from the church, fled to his cell, 
under an anxiety of mind ſcarce to be de- 
ſcribed. After prayers in the morning, he 
retired into the ſolitudes of the garden, and 
deliberated on the beſt means to quit the 
convent. His own perſonal ſafety required 
ſuch a ſtep; and the defire of bringing to 
light the conduct of the friars, determined 


e 


him to effect his eſcape from an order, ſup- 
ported by the frauds of religious villains. 
* Is it thus,” he exclaimed, that Vil- 


| lany, cloaking itſelf in the garb of Religion, 


impoſes upon the world? Damned, deceit- 
ful mercenaries! The public robber, com- 
paratively, commands reſpe&; his daring 
ſpirit of enterpriſe, and his crimes, are the 
effect of poverty and diſtreſs, But when 
the miniſters of our church, theſe reputed 
bulwarks of the catholic faith, perpetrate 
crimes too ſanguinary for a ſavage,—theſe 
creatures of bigotry and indolence are 


juſtly exeerated and abhorred by man- 


kind.” 

His mind was deeply impreſſed by theſe 
reflections; and, retiring to his cell, he 
wrote a letter to Francis, detailing the cir- 
cumſtances he was witneſs to in the church, 
and declared his intention of ſecretly with- 
drawing himſelf from the abbey. 

In the evening he quitted the convent 
under the pretence of adminiſtering ſu- 
preme unction to a dying man in the 
neighbourhood. Upon the gate cloſing, 
he offered up a prayer of thankſgiving for 
his liberty. He immediately went to the 
ſhop of a broker, that he formerly knew, 
and alleging that he had been at a maſque- 
rade, defired that he would wait upon him 
with a change of dreſs at a ſmall Inn over 
the way. The honeſt trader was ſoon 
announced, and the buſineſs completed. 


Being equipped in a plain ſuit of black, he 
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went in ſearch of his uncle. He rapped 
at the door, but was ſurpriſed to find his 
houſe occupied by an honeſt pains taking 
taylor, who had retired from the labours 
of the needle, and lived upon the fruits of 
his induſtry. This man aſſured: him that 
bis uncle was no longer an inhabitant of 
Madrid; but that from ſome ſuſpicious cir- 
cumſtance, he knew not what, neither did 
he pretend to ſay, Roderigo had quitted 
the kingdom of Spain for that of Portugal. 
Struck with aſtoniſhment at the taylor's 
information, be plainly ſaw the motive 
that induced Roderigo to ſeclude him in a 
monaltery. Fixed in a determination to 
hund out the place of his uncle's retreat, and 
not having the means of ſatisfying his tra- 
velling expences into Portugal, he entered 
himſelf as a mule driver to a merchant 
who was on the point of ſetting out with a 
train of attendants for a mart in the province 
of Eftremadura. pu Sy PL” apes je” 2 

Alexo was miſled at veſpers, and inquiry 
being made of the porter by Jerome, as 10 
the we of his quitting the convent, and 
the reaſon he aſhgned for it, he was con- 
»inced of the fraud, and proclaimed, his 
conduct to the order. He alſo accuſed 
Atexo of an intention to murder bim in 
the ſanctuary of the church, which was 
confirmed by the teſlimony of De Carros. 
After a conſultation amongſt the ſenior 
iriars, De Carros was diſpatched to-zhe Iu- 
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quiſition with a formal complaint, and an 
accuſation of the pretended erime. 

A council was immediately ſummoned, 
and an order iſſued for the apprehending 
of Alexo, It deſeribed his perſon ſo accu- 


rately, that he could not be miſtaken. A 
Paper of this ſort was delivered to the hoſt 


of the inn where Alexo was waiting to ac- 
company the muleteers. It was circulated 
amongſt his companions, who were carou- 
ſing by the fire. They cagerly looked at 
the reward, and reſolved upon ſearching 
for the criminal. Alexo had conſtantly 


avoided the company of theſe men, except 


when neceſſity required him to affociate 
with them. He had often been obſerved 
in a retired ſituation, with his arms folded, 
as in deep reflection: this circumſtance 
gave riſe to a ſuſpicion that he was the per- 
fon deſcribed in the hand- bill; and, accord- 


. ingly, an alguazil was ſent for, and at 


night he was conveyed to the priſon of the 
Inquiſition, He was led through a variety 
of dark, damp, and winding paſſages, to a 
cell that was dimly lighted by a lamp ſuſ— 
pended from the ceiling by an iron chain. 
His fare was nothing more than the com- 
mon allowance of the priſon. During the 


hours of his confinement, his conſcience 
- afforded him the required conſolation un- 


der his misfortunes; and when he reflected 
upon the advice given him by his precep- 
tor, Father Francis, his heart yielded tothe 
ſenſibility of nature, and a flood of tears ſuc- 
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ceeded the powerful influence of memory. 
After he had been confined near a week in 
this dreadful priſon, he was ordered to an 
audience with the Grand Inquifitor, and 


at midnight the guards conducted him to a 


chamber hung with black, where he found 
an old man fitting between two large ſilver 
crucifixes, and a ſecretary at the bottom 
of a long table. Being ſeated on a ſtool, 
the ſecretary began the liſt of accuiations; : 
the firſt was as follows: 


FIRST ACCUSATION. _ 


Don Alexo, a junior friar of the order 
of St. Dominic, is accuſed of having vio- 
lated the laws of the Catholie Church, by 
entering 2 fanctuary at the dead of-night, 
with an intent to murder the ſecond Inqui- 
ſitor of Reference.” 

* What ſayeſt thou to this charge ?” 
aſked the Inquiſitor. 

deny it,“ replied. a in a firm 
and manly tone. The circumſtances, ſo 
directly charged againſt me, are thoſe that 
affect Jerome, my private accuſer. He is 
the vileſt of diſſembling wretches, and de- 
ſerves the puniſhment that he is endeavour- 
ing to inflict upon me. I beg leave to ſub- 
mit to your Lordſhip the cauſe that urged 
Jerome to commit me to the priſon of the 
Inquiſition.“ 

Alexo then told the whole of the pro- 
ceedings 1 in the church, the cauſe of the 

en ü 
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quarrel, and concluded with accuſing Je- 
rome, in the face of Heaven, of an intent 
to murder the nun. 

Upon hearing his ſtory, the Inquiſitor 
fat for ſome time muſing in his chair, when 
he ordered him back to his dungeon. | 
Several days paſſed with no other com- 
fort than what aroſe from conſcious inno- 
cence. Juſtice, he knew, was baniſhed 
from the abominable tribunal, as the accuſ- 
ed were uniformly convicted upon their 
own extorted confeſſions. One night, as 
he was endeayouring to deſtroy the rep- 
tiles that engendered in his dungeon, and 
prevented him from reſting quietly, he 
found a board under his bed, that was looſe. 

He liſtened. —The footſteps of the cen- 
tinels, 'as they paced along the paſlages, 
only diſturbed the filence of the night. 
On removing it, and ſearching with his 
hands under the floor, he found ſeveral 
ſheets of paper carefully pinned together, 
which were depoſited near a linen cloth; 
that contained the mouldering fragments 
of a child. He was ſeized with a cold 
ſhivering, on diſcovering theſe awful teſti- 
monies of cruelty. He returned the cloth, 
as he had found it, into the hole, and ſat 
down on his bed to peruſe the manuſeript. 

It contained the following 
HISTORY OFT 
DONNA CLEANTHE. 
* One day, a as I was drinking tea with 
wy mother in Madrid, Father Jerome, of 
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the Dominican convent, entered the room, 


and joined us in converſation. He was 
my mother's confeſſor; for ſince the preci- 
pitate flight of my father from the malice 


of his enemies, he appeared to deſerve our 


confidence. But, when he retired in the 


evening, he whiſpered, as he paſſed me, in 


a kind of inſiduous manner, We ſhall 
ſoon meet again.” This ſome what alarmed 
and ſurpriſed me, but I took no notice of it 
to any perſon. About midnight there was 
a loud rap at the door: I ſtarted from my 


bed, and deſired the ſervant to inquire 


who was there. The an{wer was, 

The Holy inquiſition. 

At theſe words, my ſenſes forſook 
me, and I ſunk in the arms of my ſervant: 
fhe ſhricked, as the repeated raps at the 
door were followed by the threats of the 
officers. My mother, alarmed by thy dii- 
turbance at ſo late an hour, came into my 
room, and learning the cauſe, called from 
the window for them to depart.. A voice, 
terrific in the extreme, cried out, © Force 
the door | force the door! It was immedi- 
ately burſt open, and four armed rufhans 
entered my chamber, ſeized both me and 
my mother, forced us into a coach, and 
carried us to the priſon of the Inquiſitionꝰ 

Here he heard the clanking of chains in 
the paſſage. He haſtily concealed the pa- 
pers, and expedted every moment to be 
dragged bcfore 8 Grand Inquiſitor; but 
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the noiſe ſoon ſubſided, and * NPI” 


the narrative. 


<* On entering this dreadful priſon, my 
mother was conducted to a dungeon, and [ 
was led to a moſt ſplendid apartment. Af- 
ter paſting ſome time alone in the chamber, 
a female, apparently a domeſtic of the pri- 
ſon, entered the room, and deſired that I 
would fit down, and take ſome refreſhment. 


Chocolate was brought by a perſon in a 
"maſk, and ſhe entreated me to taſte it. I 


refuſed, —and conjured her to tell me the 


_ reaſon of my impriſonment, and how long 


it was to laſt. Bleſs me!” ſhe cried; im- 
* priſonment ! why, my dear creature, this 


is a palace, and not a priſon. You are in 


* the chambers of Don Jerome, a friar of 
© St. Dominic, and an Inquiſitor of great 
note; he is a man univerſally beloved, 


and poſſeſſed of unlimited powers.)——— 


Don Jerome!” I repeated, with horrid 
ſurpriſe. © Yes,” replied Neriſſa, Don 


© Jerome. You know him, then, Ma- 


* dam? O yes! I exclaimed, in a tor- 
rent of tears, © too well—an thandones, 
© deteftable villain.” © Huſh, huſh !- ſhe 
cried, © for the ſake of Chriſt and his Vir- 


gin Mother, do not ſpeak ſo loud; if you 


do, death will certainly be'y our fate. 
Good God!” I exclaimed, © what do you 
mean? 

© Oh! my dear Madam, ſhe whiſpered, 


I will — you all to-night ; but pray do 


__- 
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* as you are bid, or certain death will bc 
© the conſequence.” 

« Iobeyed Nerifla's directions, and re 
mained ſilent, until the appointed time for 
an explanation of her myſterious alluſion. 
The long withed for hour of midnight at 
length arrived, and Neriſſa rapped gently 
at my chamber door. By the light of a 
ſmall lamp, which ſhe carried in her hand, 
followed her in perfect ſilence through a 
range of dark galleries, until we arrived at 
a ſmall iron door. She opened it with a 
key that ſhe took from her pocket, and we 
deſcended a few ſteps into a room that was 
hung with black tapeſtry, deſcriptive of the 
puniſhments in hell, as recorded in fabu- 
lous hiſtory. | She then aid, Here, Ma- 
dam, are the inſtruments of torture: and 
holding up the lamp, I diſcovered a large 


braſs pan over a furnace, on which was this 


inſcription— 


THE PUNISHMENT FOR HERKETICS, 
* AND PERSONS DISOBEYING THE 
*©ORDERS-OF THE HOLY INQUI1S1- 
. 


? In this pan,” ſaid he, the poor creatures 


* are locked down, and reduced to aſhes by 

* a flow fire.“ We then went into an ad- 
Joining room, where an horizontal wheel 
was placed,covercd with large thick boards. 
She opened a ſmall door at the bottom, and 
bade me look in; when I ſaw that its whole 
circumference was armed with ſharp razor 


" ms | 
the noiſe ſoon ſubſided, and he reſumed 


the narrative. 

On entering this dreadful priſon, my 
mother was conducted to a dungeon, and [ 
was led to a moſt ſplendid apartment. Af- 
ter paſſing ſome time alone in the chamber, 
a female, apparently a domeſtic of the pri- 
ſon, entered the room, and deſired that 1 
would fit down, and take ſome refreſhment. 
Chocolate was brought by a perſon in a 
maſk, and ſhe entreated me to taſte it. 1 
refuſed, and conjured her to tell me the 
_ reaſon of my impriſonment, and how long 
i was to laſt. Bleſs me!” ſhe cried; im- 

* priſonment! why, my dear creature, this 
is a palace, and not a priſon.” You are in 
* the chambers of Don Jerome, a friar of 
St. Dominic, and an Inquiſitor of great 
note; he is a man univerſally beloved, 
and poſſeſſed of unlimited powers. 
* Don Jerome!” I repeated, with horrid 
ſurpriſe. © Yes,” replied Neriſſa, Don 
© Jerome. You know him, then, Ma- 
* dam? O yes! I exclaimed, in a tor- 
rent of tears, © too well—an 3 
© deteſtable villain.” © Huſh, huſh !“ ſhe 
cried, © for the ſake of Chriſt and his Vir- 
gin Mother, do not ſpeak ſo loud; if you 
do, death will certainly be your fate. 
Good God? Iexclaimed, hat do you 
* mean?” 

* Oh! my dear Madam,” ſhe whiſpered, 
I Will 2 you all to-night ; but pray do 
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* as you are bid, or certain death will bc 
© the conſequence.” 

« Tobeyed Neriſſa's directions, and re 
mained filent, until the appointed time tor 
an explanation of her myſterious alluſion. 
The long wiſhed for hour of midnight at 
length arrived, and Neriſſa rapped gently 
at my chamber door. By the light of a 
ſmall lamp, which ſhe carried in her hand, 
followed her in perfect filence through a 

range of dark galleries, until we arrived at 
a ſmall iron door. She opened it with a 
key that ſne took from her pocket, and we 
deſcended a few ſteps into a room that was 
hung with black tapeſtry, deſcriptive of the 
puniſhments in hell, as recorded in fabu- 
lous hiſtory. She then ſaid, © Here, Ma- 
dam, are the inſtruments of torture: and 
holding up the lamp, I diſcovered a large 


braſs pan over a furnace, on which was this 
inſcription— 


THE PUNISHMENT FOR HERKETICS, 
©" AND PERSONS DISOBEYING THE 
*©ORDERS-OF THE HOLY INQUISI1- 
. 


In this pan,” ſaid ſhe, the poor creatures 

* are locked down, and reduced to aſhes by 

* a flow fire.” We then went into an ad- 
Joining room, where an horizontal wheel 
was placed, covered with large thick boards. 
She opened a ſmall door at the bottom, and 
bade me look in; when] ſaw that its whole 
circumference was armed with ſharp razor 
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blades, tenter hooks, and bits of old ſaws. 
— She then led me into another room. 
Here, ſaid ſhe, © is the worſt pumſhment 
of all.* This was a large pit, filled with 
poiſonous reptiles. At the light of the lamp 
the ſnakes erected their creſts, and hiſſed 
aloud, in the moſt terrific manner. They 
cannot be hungry,” ſhe cried; *© for they 
* bad an obſtinate lady, who would not 
* conſent to ſleep with our ſuperior, only 
* laſt night.“ At theſe words, and ſur- 
rounded by ſo many inſtruments of cruelty, 
I had fainted, but from the admonitions of 
Neriſſa to ſupport myſelf until I reached 
my chamber. As we paſled through the 
zallery, the crics-of ſome unfortunate vic- 
um, cxpiring upon the rack, reached our 
cars. The clock tolled one, and the clank 
of heavy chains was heard below. © Quick, 
© quick,” ſhe cried, or we ſhall be diſco- 
 vered.” | 1 e 
_ The noiſe of ſootſteps was heard ap- 
proaching his dungeon, and Alexo again 
concealed the narrative. The door ſoon 
after opened, and a man appeared, who 
deſired Alexo would follow him to the 
audience chamber. W hen he arrived there, 
he was aſtoniſhed to find Jerome, his im- 
placable enemy, ſeated as Inquiſitor, and 
De Carros as his ſecretary at the bottom of 
the table. He demanded of Alexo why he 
io daringly added a calumny to a declara- 
on of innocence, ſounded in falſhood. 

And is my accuſer,” aid he, © to fit 
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in judgment upon me? Is this the mode 
of conducting the trial of an unfortunate 
man, without friends or aſſiſtance from the 
department of the law? I will never, at 
the hazard of my life, depart from my re- 
ſolution of not anſwering any queſtion put 
to me by the officers of this tribunal.” 

« Son,” replied Jerome, © you may re- 
pent ſuch an inconfiderate vow : when you 
talk of aſſiſtance from the department of 

the law, I beg leave to ſay, that this moſt 
holy inſtitution is not regulated by the 
law. To ſuffer a crinünal to plead in his 
defence, would be too tedious, and incom- 
patible with the regular mode of our pro- 
ceedings.” þ 
Alexo then launched out into a ſtrain of 
violent invective againſt the Inquiſition and 
all its ſupporters: he even went ſo far as 
to arraign the King at the bar of juſtice for 
ſuffering ſuch helliſh tortures to exiſt. 

„Were I in power,” he exclaimed, ** I J 
would waſh away this national calamity, | 

this bloody ſtain upon the fair records of 
humanity, this blaſphemous cloak of hy- 
pocriſy and ſuperſtition. Ch God! how 
long are theſe enemies to the peace and 
happineſs of mankind to overwhelm the 
earth with the ſacred tears of innocence \ 
and virtue? When will the fiery þolts of 
thy avenging wrath alight upon theſe grey- / 
headed perſecutors ?” L 

* Take him to the rack,” cried Jeronie, 
whoſe eyes and geſtures ſpoke the conſun:- 
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mate villany of his heart, © take him to 
the rack ” | -. 
. « Paſs on,” replied Alexo, © paſs on; 
PII follow you, with the firm reliance that 
God will revenge my death.” 5 
As he was retiring between the guards, 
a ſudden confuſed noife was heard in the 
audience chamber; and, on learning the 
cauſe, he found that Jerome had fallen imo 
a violent convulſive fit : his puniſhment 
was therefore of neceſſity deferred, and he 
was reconducted to his dungeon. After 
trimming the lamp, and taſting a little wa- 
ter that was in a piteher on his table, he 
ſat down upon his bed, and concluded the 
narrative. | Ss Tenge | 
I followed her into my chamber, and 
throwing myſelf upon a bed, burſt into a 
flood oftcars. Neriſſa reproved my deſpair, 
and aſſured me I ſhould come to no harm, 
if I did not oppoſe the commands of Don 
Jerome. It was now near the hour of dgy- 
break, and a bell in an adjoining room rang 
with great violence. At this ſignal, Ne- 
riſſa inſtantly diſappeared, and from a ſmall 
cloſet in the room, Don Jerome entered, in 
bis flippers and night gown. He fell at my 
feet, and ſpoke in the moſt extravagant 
terms of love and friendſhip: he declared 
his paſhon for me, with all the ardour of a 
+ Young and anxious lover, and begged the 
conſummation of his defires that night. 
. —My heart was torn with convulſive and 
agonizing throbs. Overwhelmed with hor- 
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ror, I entreated him to abandon ſo corrupt 
and wicked a defign, and leave me to ſolt- 
tude and tears.—He flattered me, and at- 
tempted to careſs mei puſhed him from 
me with diſdain ; and labouring under the 
moſt violent ſenſations of diſguſt and hor- 
ror, I demanded to know the fate of my 
mother. He told me ſhe was at liberty, 
but that I was detained for the purpoſes 
he before explained to me; and unleſs I 
comphed with his requeſt, the moſt dread- 
ful puniſhments awaited me. I turned from 
him with looks of horror; but as he was 
quitting the apartment, apparently with in- 
dignation, I flew after him, and endeavoured 
by my tears and ſupplications to move hin 
to pity. He looked at me with ſcornful 
contempt, and forcing me frori him, left 
me upon the floor in a ſtate of inſenſibility. 
When I had in ſome meaſure recovered 
my ſenſes, I roſe from the ground, and 


* 


ſtaggered to a chair near the bed, where 1 


indulged myſelf with the hope that God 
would extend his merciful protection to the 
innocent. To deſcribe the ſituation of my 
mind during the night, is impoſſible; I can 
only lay, that I paced the room in melan- 
choly diſtreſs until the approach of mid- 
night: a bell then rang as before; I ſhud- 
dered until a cold dew2overſpread cvery 
part of me Neriſſa z chis moment enter- 
ed the room 1 | 

* You muſt go,” ſaid ſhe, as ſhe placed 


( 


her lamp upon the table, immediately to 
© his bed.“ 
© Never! I exclaimed, maddened with 
deſpair.— Great God of juſtice, whither 
can [fly for ſafety ? Am I, an unoffending 
victim of oppreſſion, to be ſacrificed to 
* luſtand villany, without thy divine inter- 
* golition ?—Oh, my beloved Bertram! if 
* ſome angel could tranſport thee here for 
my protection. 
Neriſſa interrupted me, and entreated 
me to obey his mandate. I repeated my 


vows, before a crucinx that ſtood upon a 


table in the room, 


As I roſe from kneeling at the . 


a tall man entered the chanber. I ſhrieked 
aloud. ard graſped Neriſſa by the arm. He 
forced us aſunder, and wrapping me in his 
cioak,infianily conveyed me to the cham- 
berof Jerome. 

* I was followed by two females, bearing 


wax lights and baſkets of flowers; vaſes of 
delicate perfumes were burning in- the 
chamber, and a ſtrain of ſoft muſic was in- 


ſtantly ſucceeded by ſeveral voices chant- 


ing, as I ſuppoſe, an epithalamium. After 


inſulting me with the ſacred appellation of 


bride, they firewed the flowrets upon the 


carpet, and led me to the bed-fide. The 
curtains drew back, and the monſterappear- 
ed robed as a 5 4: he caught me in, his 
arms, and the fegales left the apartment. 


I ſhiricked aloud for protection. 


At that inſtant a loud knocking was 


he ſent for me again.“ 
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heard at the great gate of the priſon, lights 
appeared in the court yard, and ſoon after 
the trampling of horſes was heard. He 


role from his bed, and looked out of the 
window. He returned apparently engaged 


in thought. I was inſtantly ordered back 
to my room; and on my way thither I en- 
quired of Neriſſa the reaſon for Jerome's 
conduct. 

There is a great lord brought to the 
Inquiſition by the King's guards, faid 
ihe. 

« After a few days had elapſed, I was 
again conducted to his chamber: he loaded 
me, by turns, with paſſionate admirazion 
and inveterate curſes; but finding it of no 
avail to attempt my diſhonour by torce, he 
threw me into this dungeon, {wearing ne- 
ver to releaſe me until I complied with his 
defires. Some months after this declaration 


[Here the narrative in a different hand- 
writing was concluded. 

* And ftill reſiſting his dampable out- 
rages, he, in the height of madneſs and re- 
venge, drew a dagger from beneath his 
pillow, and plunged it in her heart, The 
body was thrown into the cellar of this 
priſon, to moulder into duſt amongſt the 
many victims to his villany and opprefiion, 
Ihe bones of the child found with this 
manuſcript belong to Jurgutha, who wur- 
dered it privately in this dungeon,“ 
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From the letter N appearing at the bot- 
tom of the manuſcript, Alexo concluded 
that Neriſſa, the domeſtic mentioned in the 
tale, was the perſon who finiſhed the nar- 
rative. | 

When Alexo had read this affecting 
ſtory, he wrapped himſelf in his cloak, 
and, lying down upon his couch; wept over 
the ſufferings of the unknown but lament- 
ed Cleanthe. Aſter a pauſe of ſome mi- 
nutes he exclaimed, «< | 

It may be ſo. It may be ſuffered, to 
anſwer ſome wiſe and providential end. — 
Nut when we ſee. from day to day theſe 
proſperous miſcreants of oppreſſion gather- 
ing to themſelves wealth and power, and. 
fattening upon the ſuperfluous luxuries of 
the word, whilſt the virtuous and friend- 
leſs part oi? mankind are the victims of their 
premeditated plans for debauchery and 
cruelty, this fact militates againſt the avow- 
ed utility of religion; and the common be- 
nefit ſuppoſed to be derived from the eraft 
of pulpit declamatien, is nothing more than 
a delufion, to protect them from the ſuſpi- 
cions of a diſcerning age. Oh Jeroine 
what an example for mankind doſt thou 
afford? what a living inſtance of that pitch 
of depravity, which human nature is ſup- 
poſ 9 to be capable of arriving at! What 
am I to expect from ſuch a blood thirſty 
- villain? Oh, my God! I ſeem to be deſert - 
ed by man and thee.” His refleQions were 
diſturbed by a gentle rap at the door of 
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his dungeon; and, as he roſe from his 
couch, it opened, when Father Francis, 
his aged and beloved preceptor, entered 
the room. Mutual ſorrow for ſome time 
prevented them from ſpeaking; at length 
the old man ſaid, 

© I have overheard you, Alexo, and con- 
feſs myſelf aſtoniſhed that a mind like 
yours ſhould ſo ſoon yield to the unmanly 
dictates of deſpair. Oh! my Son, I conjure 
you as a father, a friend, to hear me.—The 
Catholic faith“ _ 

I abjure it, father!” exclaimed Alexo 
vebemently, © I abjure tt. The principles 
of what you call the holy catholic faith 
are themſelves the foundation of our moſt 
egregious errors; they infuſe intothe mind 
a ſyſtem of gloomy bigotry, and inculcate 
the horrid and pernicious doctrine of perſe- 
cution. I love the ſacred laws of religious 
toleration ; they are too nearly allied to all 
that is dear to man to be violated by catho- 
lic hypoeriſy, or the fanaticiſm of any ſect 
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that exiſts upon the face of the earth.” 


“ Huſh, huſh!” ſaid Francis, talk not 
ſo loudly and violently about the catholic 
faith. The guards liſten at the door, by 


order, when any friend enters a dungeon 


to ſpeak to the priſoner. I come to releaſe 

you from this horrid place, to conduct you 

to our convent. | 

Father, I am fixed in my determina- 

tion, never tc enter _ walls of that deteſt- 
2 
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ed ſanctuary again. The letter I left upon 


your. table, and this melancholy tale, are 
my reaſons for denying your requeſt.” 
Hie gave the manuſcript to Francis, and 
hid his face in his cloak to hide the ſorrows 
of his heart. * 

- When the friar had peruſed it a little 
way, his lips were pale; tears guſned from 
bis eyes as he glared round the room, and, 
when he folded the papers, an involuntary 
trembling had nearly deprived him of his 
 Tenies. 8 | 
Gracious heaven! ſaid Alexo, what 
does this mean? You are unwell, father.” 

He produced his warrant of liberty from 

the Grand Inquiſitor. | 

© Accompany me home to the convent,” 
ſaid he. 1 | 6 
The friar's unaccountable diſtreſs ſtruck. 
Alexo with ſome degree of aſtoniſhment, 
and, anxious io ſatisfy himſelf reſpeQing 
the cauſe of it, he haſtily concealed the cloth 
containing the bones of the infant under 
his cloak, and aſſiſted his deliverer, from 

the gloomy and terrific dungeons of the 
 Inquiſtion, to the convent of St. Dominie. 
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CHAPTER 1. 


« But, Oh ! what form of prayer 


Can ſerve my turn? 0 me my foul murder!“ 


HAMLET, 


JEROME was conveyed from the audi- 
ence chamber to his own private apart- 
ments in the priſon, where he paſſed the 


night alone. He was continually agitated 


by the horrors of reflection, and an irreſiſt- 


able watchfulncis ſeemed to hang upon his 


ſenſes. About the hour of one a noiſe, as 
of ſome perſon aſcending a ſtaircaſe, was 
diſtinctly heard. He ſtarted, and, raiſing 
his head gradually from his pillow, heard 
a voice utter, in a mournful tone 

* Oh, Francis! Francis! what a crime 
haſt thou toanſ wer for. Murderer of Ca- 
therine!“ 

What can this mean?” he exclaimed, _ 

At that inſtant a figh was heard, as from 
one in deep diſtreſs, when the words were 
again repeated. 

He laid in a ſtate of piercing anxiety un- 
til the light of day beamed in at the chau- 
ber window, when he roſe immediately 
from his bed, and taking the lamp that was 
yet light upon the table, opened the door 
of a cloſet, from whence the voice icenicd 
to proceed, and after a ſtrict ſearch, diſco- 
vered a trap door, before unknown to blu 
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He lifted it up, and deſcended a flight 


of decayed ſtone ſteps into a vault, where 
he perceived the mouldering relics of hu- 
man beings, and one 1n particular that ap- 
peared from its ſtate of putrefaction, to 
have been thrown in but a few days. It 
was the body of a young beautiful female, 
and Jerome naturally- concluded that ir 
muſt be the murdered Catherine. Retir- 
ing haſtily from the vault, he carefully 
faſtened the cloſet door, and left the pri- 
Jon for his convent. When he reached 
his cell, he meditated upon the means he 
had diſcovered of gratifying his revenge 
againſt Francis. His hatred had become 
implacable ; for as ſoon as Francis received 


Alexo's letter, he kept a ſtria watch upon 
the private ſteps of Jerome and De Carros, 


and ordered no perſon to be ſeen in the 
church after a certain hour, upon the pain 
of expulſion. He alſo ſummoned the two 
friars to a private conference, and inſiſted 
on the liberation of Alexo, as the only 
means of ſaving them from an accuſation. 
This was complied with. But Jerome al- 
leged, that as the Grand Inquiſitor. had 
appointed an audience with Alexo, he 
would go down himſelf, leſt any thing 
ſhould happen to him ; but he went for the 
expreſs purpoſe of torturing Alexo previous 
to his liberation; his diabolical intention 
was, however, fruſtrated. 

Jerome attended, as uſual, to his pro- 
ſeſſional avocalions, and with uplifted eyes 
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poured forth the cant of hypocriſy to the 

crucifix. He called on the Holy Virgin to 
cover him with mortal bleſſings, and tricd 
to convince her of the purity of his heart, 
in all the ſolemnity of ſanctimonious prayer. 
Having concluded his oriſons, he ſet out in 
ſearch of De Carros, who adviſed with him 
upon the immediate diſcloſure of the cir- 
cumſtance relating to Catherine, as the beſt 
and moſt effectual method of deſtroying 
their enemy: but Jerome was guided by 

his own opinion, and reſolved to retain the 
ſecret until a favourable opportunity offer- 
ed to diſcover it. 

« And where is Amantha?“ he cried. 

„I have conveyed her,” anſwered De 
Carros, © to a dungeon under the chapel 
of * Catherine's, by permiſſion of the ab- 
bels.” | | 

That is well,” exclaimed Jerome; 
* ſhe is ſafe, and Francis in our power.” 

* Ah, Jerome!” ſaid De Carros, © his 
ſeverity againſt ns will now be puniſhed ; 
we have him ſecure; his death ſhall be the 
price of our juſt revenge.“ : 

When they had concluded their delibe- 
rations, they went to communicate to the 
lady abbeſs of St. Catherine's (who was 
alſo a determined and inveterate enewy of 
Francis,) the diſcovery of the murder, and 
their intended plan of delivering up Fran- 
cis to the power of the Inquiſition. 

They proceeded through the ſubter- 
raneous paſſage that led to the monaſtery, 
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and gained the cell of Biſſare by a private 
ſtaircaſe that communicated with the cha- 
pel. Upon their explaining the ſubject of 
their viſit, ber joy on the occaſion exceeded 
all bounds. She entered into the conſpiracy 
with rapture, and embraced them in the 
tranſports of laſcivious delight.“ Let us 
hide that monſter in the tomb,” ſaid ſhe, 
and we need not fear another enemy to 
our bappineſs. But where is Amantha, Ve 
Carros ?” 

In the cell,” he replied. 

* How long is it fiance you was there?“ 
ſaid the abbeſs; for I have juſt been, 
and found the cell empty. fear ſhe has 
eſcaped.“ 

by Eſcaped!” claimed Jerome. © Hell 
and confuſion !” 

Alas!“ ſaid the abbeſs, I judge only 
ſrom circumſtances; the door of her cell 
was open, and the lamp gone.” 

Every avenue, cell, and ſolitary dungeon 
was ſearched in vain. Amantha had fled 
from the hands of her perſecutors, and was 
no where to be found. This cireumſtance 
aided in a great degree toconfirm Jerome's 
opinion, that he was viſited by ſupernatural 
agents, commiſhoned to perplex and tor- 
ment him. He laid firt injunctions on 
the abbeſs to give him notice when the re- 
treat of Amantha was diſcovered, that he 
might immediately diſpatch her, and run no 
farther riſque of a diſcovery. 

Francis and Alexo, after quitting the in- 
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quiſition, ſoon reached the convent, where 


they retired together into the father's cell, 
and Alexo recounted to the friar his ſnf- 
ferings in the priſon, and the accidental diſ- 
covery of the manuſcript. On producing 
the cloth with the bones of the infant, he 
ſaid, ; N 

« It was wrapped in this, father.” - 

« Execrable monſter!” exclaimed Fran- 
cis, “ he ſhall meet the reward of his vil- 
lany.— This murderer? As beuttered - 
this word, big drops ſtood upon his fore- 
head, and he funk upon the ground. 

Alexo was ſtruck with aſtoniſument. He 
raiſed him from the floor, and ſeated him 
in a chair. On his recovery, he deſired 
to be by himſelf. 9 0 | 

* You will,” ſaid he,“ lock up the ma- 
nuſeript and other teſtimonies, in that ſmall 
cabinet, that they may be ſafe, and leave 
me to myſelf for a few hours: Iam'ill, an 
wilh for repoſe.” — 

Alone and in ſolitude, Francis deeply 
reflected upon the enormity of the crime 
he ordered to be perpetrated} to ſave his 
moral character from the juſtice of an im- 
peachment. The ſubje& of this horrid 
tranſaction was a nun, ho frequently came 
to confeſſion at the friar's cell. She was 
beautiful and engaging in her manners, 
and attentively purſued the advice of her 
preceptor in every inſtance. Secluded from 
the world, and ſo often in poſſeſſion of a 
treaſure defirable and adored, Francis for- 
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got the duties of his profeſſion, and inſti- 
gated by a ſecret and powerful influence 
of the paſſions, he continually inſtilled into 
the mind of his pupil the exquiſite delight 
of illicit eonnections, the wiſdo n and in- 
nocence of ſuch proceedings, and uſually 
concluded with a declaration, that nature, 
admitting it to be under the controul of 
God, ought not to reſiſt its own creative 
powers of delight. He was ſucceſsful in 
the effect of his deceitful arguments: and 
one fatal day the lovely and innocent Ca- 
therine was ſeduced by this abandoned man 
under the cloak of a pious reſignation to 
the will of her Creator. Some time after 
being called to the ſuperior's chair of the 
order of St. Dominic, he diſcovered Cathe- 
rine was pregnant. Neceſſity has no law, 
he was obliged to get rid of her, and in 
ſucha way that would keep her friends and 
the world in ignorance. He therefore re- 
ſolved, after ſome deliberation, to ſend her 
to the Inquiſitton, with expreſs orders for 
her immediate death. This raſh determi- 
nation was inſtantly put in execution, and 
the unfortunate and diſconſolate parents 
could only mourn in private oyer the loſs 
of their unhappy child. An inquiry con- 
cerning her fate would have been fatal to 
them; for the power of Francis was great, 
and they feared his revenge. Francis read 
the Hiſtory of Cleanthe with the feelings 
of a man labouring under the burning 
pains of a diſturbed conſcience. He looked 
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at the mouldering fragments of the inſant 
with a degree of horror that almoſt border- 
ed upon madneſs. He kiſſed the crucifix, 
but it had no effect. He prayed for the 
mercy of his God, but he ſeemed deſerted. 
He could not reconcile in the moments of 
deliberate reflection the deſign of accuſing 
Jerome, from a ſelf conviction of his own 
impurity. But when he looked upon him 
as the enemy of Alexo, and his rival inthe 
convent, he determined upon diſcovering 
to the world the impious tranſaction of 
Jerome. Whenthe night was far advanced 
he left his cell, and entering the weſtern 
eloiſters, went towards the apartment of 
Alexo. From a ſmall door that led into a 
ſubterraneous paſſage which communicated 
with caverns where the dead mouldered 
into duſt, he ſaw two friars aſcend with 
great caution. On cloſing the door of the 
vault, they extinguiſhed the lamp which 
one of them carried; but as they hurried 
paſt the placewhere he had ſecreted himſelf 
he diſcovered them to be Jerome and De 
Carros. When they had diſappeared, Fran- 
cis proceeded to the cell of Alexo, who 
was aſleep on his couch, but he roſe im- 
mediately he heard his voice at the door to 
admit him. He was nnacquainted with 
his crimes ;-but the agitation of his frame, 
his eyes ſwollen with tears, his pale and 
haggard countenance, convinced him that 
the mind of Francis was the prey of ſome 
private miſery. He endeavourcd in vain 
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to diſcover the real cauſe of his grief; Fran- 


cis evaded his queſtions with the moſt art- 
ful ſuſpicion; and frequently referred to 
different paſſages in the manuſcript, as acts 


of the moſt horrid cruc!ty, purpoſely to- 
avoid a converſation that did not tend to 


tranquilize his mind. 

Alexo demanded whether he intended 
to proceed againſt Jerome? 

Francis diſeovered ſome ſymptoms of 
fear, and ſaid, that he thought be ſhould 


be able to find out the relations of the de- 


ceaſed, and a public accuſation from them 
would be more effectual, than from him. 

J am ſatisfied, father, with this deter- 
mination,” faid Alexo, © and feel confident 
that I leave in the hands of a faithful friend, 
the only means of bringing a villain to 
puniſhment. Early to-morrow morning I 
ſhall bid a laſt adieu to this deteſtable ſanc- 
tuary, for perſecution, .debauchery, and 
murder. I had rather wander through the 
world in indigence and miſcry, than become 
the unprovoked foe of innocence and vir- 
tue. Your moſt holy catholic religion I dif- 
claim; the feelings of my own he rt ſhall 
be the revealed religion of Alexo. If I 
never ſee thee more, father, be careful and 
preſerve the wanuſeript and fatal relies that 


I haveentruſted to you.“ 


Early in the morning Alexo quitted the 
convent, and having been furniſhed with 
ſome money by Francis, ſtrolled about the 
ſtreets of Madrid, until the hour of dinner 
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arrived, when he went into an ordinary of 
ſome. repute. A little time after he was. 
ſeated, an old gentleman came to the ſame 
table; and accoſted him in terms of polite- 
neſs. They entered into converſation, and 
Alexo ſoon diſeovered that he was a country 


ſteward to a rich jew in the: metropolis. 


Alexo endeavoured. to profit by this hint, 
and ingratiated himſelf with the ſteward:. 


His wiſhes ſucceeded, and the old gentle · 
man promiſed to affiſt him in procuring for 


him the place of tutor to the jew's fon, who 


was on the point of ſetting. out on his tra- 
vels into Portugal. | 

This is the very thing,” ſaid Alexo; 
but when en 1 expect to hear from you 
again?“ 

1 To-morrow, orning,” replied Pedro; 
the hour and place of appointment You- 
will find. on that card.” 

He. put it into the band of Alexo, and 
wiſhed hid a good day. 

Alexo was punctually at the place . 
pointed, and ſoon after Pedro arrived. 

{© I have ſucceeded,” he cried, © in every 
requeſt beyond my moſt ſanguine expecta- 
ions; the qe w will admit you into his houſe, 
and maintain you, like a grandee, until his 
ſon, who n he expects every day; ſnall arrive 
irom, the, univerſity, and then you are to ſet 
out for Portugal. But there are many traits 
in his ee that you ann Named 
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of; you will. pardon my treſpaſſing upon 
your time and patience by repeating hem. od 
”Alexo* bowed reſpectfully. 0 
c I muſt know then, in oe firſt pie, 
what religion POL Are of PPrn 9 wat 
J cannot tell, for 1 have no dane fe 
mine,” replied AGES! 03140 £:0k 38700 | 
So much the better Faid pedro, for 
5 Jew is the moft' notorious vagabond in 
that reſpect, that ever breathed. He is alſo 
aJewch fiſtian ; that is to ſay, he eats far 
pork for his Friday's ſupper; and calls it 
forbidden venifon; the tribe are afraid it is 
the forerunner of bis becoming a proſelyte. 
In the next place, be keeps an old, ugly, 
illtempered, deformed woman, to dreſs 
his victuals, and rub his back with flannet 
and falt at the fall of the leaf. Never men- 
tion the devil in his preſence: not that he is 
frightened at the bugbears of his horns, 
cloven feet, barbed tail, and flaming pitch- 
fork ; but he ſays very judiciouſly, that the 
worſ! principle in 5 nature is, endea- 
vouring to make unneceſſary enemies; be 
therefore avoids afronting this mighty po- 
tentate; talk to him about that bearded 
patriarch the wandering jew, and if you try 
to trace a relationſtip, you will never want 
his friendſhip.“ 
*© You may depend,” ſaid Alezo, « upon 
my obſerving your directions.“ | 
Then,“ rephed Pedro, we will take 


2 bit of cold fowl: and go unmediately to 
his houſe.” | 
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_ After, he had gorged the major part of 4 
delicate pullet, and ſwallowed down a pint 


of moſt excellent wine, he deſired Alexo 


to pay the bill, and they then ſet out for 
the je w's houſe. Traverſing ſeveral dirty 
ſtreets, they at length arrived at a ſmall 
houſe in-a narrow lane. Pedro rapped at 
the door; an old woman opened a grate, 
and on ſeeing him,exclaimed, . 
Odds, my wits; is it you?“ 


Ihe door was inſtantly unbarred, and 
they were uſnhered into a hall that re ſembled 
the common, room for priſoners in a county 
gaol. The ſpiders were at work in every 
corner, and three ſtaryed cats lay ſtretched 
before a ſmall fire. The jew was ſoon made 
acquainted with their arrival, and he order- 
ed them up ſtairs. Alexo was introduced 
by Pedro to the, old gentleman, - who was 
writing at a table in a large folio book, his 
beard had grown to a formidable length, 
and his frowns appeared the effe of age. 
He received Alexo by a nod of his head, 
but ſpoke not on any ſubject, until ſupper ; 
he then told him to eat, and after he had 
finiſhed his ſapper, he might retire. He 
rang a bell, when the old woman appeared 


with a lamp, and conducted him into a de- 


ſolate and gloomy apartment. The old 
tapeſtry was fallen into total decay, and the 
wind whiſtled through the ruined wainſcot 


In ſhrill and melancholy tone 
Holt HHH, 3» E p $f a 


( 40 ) 
He examined the bed, but found that 


the furniture correſponded with the room. 
His mind was now haraſſed with unplea- 
fant refleQions; he knew that Jerome!s 
malice would aſſiſt him in the commiſſion 
of any crime, and ſuſpected he was betrayed 
into bis hands. He curſed Pedro in his 
Heart, lamented his own imprudent eredu- 
lity, and expecting he was betray ed into the 
hands of ſome unprineipled villain, gave 
himſelf up for loſt. 

As he ſat wrapt in the gloom of reſlec- 
tion, he heard a clock in ſome neighbour- 
ing tower ſtrike the hour of midnight, a 
time uſually dreadful to the wanderings of 
a diſturbed imagination; be felt himſelf 
inclined to ſleep: | 

< But if I am PEP in repoſe,” ſaid he 
the villains may diſpatch me without 
trouble,” 

At this infant he heard people talking 
rather loud in the adjoining room; he Hhl- 
tened attentively to their converſation, 
from what he could collect, he ſound them 
to be diſeuſſing- the merits of a robbery, 
which one of them had committed that 
night. As he ſtood in ſilent aſtoniſhment 
and fear, he perceived a ray of light gltnw- 
mer through a crevice in one of the dark 
oak pannels of the wainſcot ; he loft nv 
time in ſatisfying his curioſity, and on 
looking through the aperture, he ſaw two 
armed men eagerly watching a monk, who 
was weighing withgreat accuracy a quan- 
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tity of old emboſſed plate; amongſt which 
he obſerved ſeveral cenſers, crucifixes, and 
conſecrated candleſticks. A noiſe as of per- 
ſons aſcending the ſtairs was heard erethe 
villain had finiſhed his buſineſs. 

© <« Quick,” ſaid he to the thieves, © eſcape 
into this cloſet.” | 
They had ſcarce cloſed the door, when 
three ruffians entered the apartment, bear- 
ing the body of a well dreſſed cavalier in 
their arms. When they laid their maſks 
upon the table, the brutal malice which ap- 
peared to envelope their countenances, ſul- 
ly illuſt rated their characters, | 


« Sanguinary, cruel, and rapacious.“ 


They nodded affent with their heads 
when the monk laid his finger on his lips, 
as a ſignal for ſilence; and began ſtripping 
the body of the unfortunate ſtranger, which 
they ſoon after conveyed from the room, 
preceded by the monk who carried a lamp. 

Alexo during the remainder of the night 
experieneed the moſt poignant ſenſations of 
horror and diſtreſs, and as the hoarſe mur- 
murs of the wind mingled with the rattling 
of the decayed caſement, he flarted with 
involuntary dread: for anticipating his fate, 
he heard the ſound as a prophetic warning 
of his murderers? approach. 

He had accidentally, when he teft his 
order, brought away with him a book of 
luile poems, which belonged to the con- 
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vent library : he often lamented the indiſ- 
cretion, but he now found it an ineſtimable 
treaſure. He had in his leiſure moments 
marked the moſt admired pieces in the 
work, and from one of that number I eopy 
the following RE +; | 


ODE TO MEDITATION. 


Oh! guide me to ſome moonlight glade, 
To rural ways, or filent ſhade, | 
Where filver ftreams o'er beds of amber flow; 
Jo hear the merry bells, or ſhepherd's lute, 
bat cheer the ſylvan ſcene when all is mute, 
Averting oft the ſecret powers of woe. | 
Attend me, as the Tetting day 
The weſtern hills with varied light illumes, 
And, on the battlements of ruin near, 
The lonely redbreaft ſings a farewell lay, 
For then I love to pace the grafs-worn way 
Thro' churchyard dim, and midſt the mould'ring tombs 
To drop the ſacred tribute of a tear. | 
But when the funeral hymn 1s heard to ſwell 
Along the twilight pathway on the gale, 
Then meet me in ſome fainted pile, 
| Where gloomy horror ſeems to ſmile, 
And glim'ring tapers caſt a feeble fight 
Upon the ſculptur'd manfions of the dead 
Dark ſeat of filent melancholy. 

Or if I ſeek yon gloomy ſpreading yew, | 
When death-birds pierce with ſhrieks the ear of night, 
To weep befide misfortune's cold death-bed, 
O'ergrown with deadly weeds of ſable hue, 

Teach me to feel the ſorrows that I mourn 
Ot thoſe departed ; let the breath of folly 
| Taint not the mind with thoughts unholy, 
But, as with inſpiration fraught, its powers diſplay, 
Whilſt Friendſhip bends to Liſs the ballow'd clay. 
Sublimely hs the boſom of the ocean ſwells, 


And billows onward roll with hideous roar, 


Laſhing with idle rage th' impending ſteep, 
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Then let me feel the impulſe of thy power, 
In ſea- worn cliffs, or hollow winding dells, 


| That echo the wild howlings of the deep, 
And the loud groan of miſery, | 


'The ſea bird's ſcream, and lover's frantic cry— 


As ſinks the ſhatter'd bark deep in the foaming tide, 


One night, after having watched in vain 


for the arrival of the monk and his bloody 


aſſociates, he ventured to lay down upon 
his couch and try to refreſh himſelf with a 
few hours repoſe. He had ſcarce cloſed 
his eyes, when he heard a female with a 


voice of exquiſite melody finging to a lute. 


The air was plaintive, and the ſong exprefled 
the ſorrows of misfortune. © Where am I?” 
he cried, frantic with diftreſs : © to what a 
place has this execrable villain Pedro tranſ- 
ported me? Every night I diſcover frech 
circumſtances that convince me, it is the 
reſort of rapine and murder. That lovely 


ſtranger, who mourns her fate in fuch ſweet 


enchanting melody, perchance is the victim 
of Jerome's cruelty. I would that 1 could 


_aſbft her.” 


In the tranſports of his paſſion, he ran to 
the door and endeavoured to force it open, 
but the old duenna had carefully and ef- 
fectually guarded againſt ſuch an attempt. 


He fat for ſome time liſtening for a repeti- 


tion of the ſong, but he heard it no more. 
In the morning he was ſummoned by the 


Jew to his chamber. When he appeared, 


the old man was writing at a table, and a 
friar in a grey habit was fitting by his fide. 
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On finiſhing a letter he delivered it to the 
friar, who left the room. The je w then ex- 
patiated largely on the virtue and abilities 
of his confeſſor, as he ſtiled him, and pro- 
poſed that Alexo ſhould apply to him for 
letters of recommendation to his monaſtic 
friends in Portugal; but this Alexo deelined, 
and the jew did not preſs it. Ale xo now © 
was convinced that Pedro had betrayed him 
into the hands of a'villain, and expected 
nothing but a violent death for his credu- 
lity. About an hour before dinner the long 
looked for ſon was announced. He was 
received with apparent affection by the old 
man, and formally introduced to Alexo. 

His face was of a malignant rough caſt, and 
his height gigantic. He was booted, and 
wore a long black cloak, which he threw 
open Without thought when lc entered the 
room, and with the greateſt horror Alexo 
diſcovered a large ſabre ſuſpended from a 
girdle, in which he carried a brace of piſtols 
and a dagger. A general converſation took 
place, and the ſon appeared to know a great 
deal of the world, but was very ill bred; 

beſides this circuniſtince Alexo was ſor- 
priſed to ſee a ſtudent of the univerſity of 
Salamanca equipped like a robber, or a 
traveller that was entering a foreſt in Ger- 
many. He ſoon diſcovered his principles 
from the ſecret figns which by accident he _ 
ſaw paſs between him and the jew, who 

was diſconeerted at his comirg into the 
room armed. In the evening Alcxo and 
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bis pupil confidered the beſt route to Al- 
meida, the town of their deſtination, and 
having fi xt upon it, retired to reſt. Early in 
the morning, Gaſpardo (for that was his 
name) held a private conference with the 
je w, and, as Alexo ſuppoſed, received his 
final inſtructions; for about five o'clock the 
mules were ordered to the door, and the 
pupil with his tutor ſet out for the kingdom 
of Portugal. | | 
CHAPTER III. 

„Whence and what art thou, execrable ſhape, 
That dar'ſt, though grim and horrible, advance 
Thy miſcreated front athwart my way?“ 

LS # ate MILTON. 
IN the convent garden of St. Dominic 
were groves, faſhioned'by the ingenuity of 
man with ſuch peeuliar romantic beauty, 
that no ſpot, even by nature wild and ſolita- 
ry, could afford a more enchanting reſort 
for thoſe who loved to indulge the powers 
of contemplation, or the ſecret pleaſures of 
melancholy in the gloom of ſolitude. 
To one of theſe ſacred walks did Francis 
"retire at midnight, buried in deep reflection. 
He ſeated himſelf beneath the luxuriant 
branches of a cedar, that grew by the fide 
of a beantiful rivulet, and taking the bones 


* of the infant which Alexo had left with 


him from his pocket, he ſurveyed-them 
with a degree of diſtracting horror, too 
powerful for deſcription. © 
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If there are puniſhments beyond the | 
grave,” he exclaimed, *ſeverertban the tor- 


ments I now endure, to die is but to plunge 
deeper in the gulph of miſery. What 


I 


I doubt the truth of this opinion? - 
Almoſt ſtupified with theexceſs of grief, 


the friar roſe from his ſeat, and wandered 


he knew not whither; as he turned into a 
ſolitary walk of towering limes, a form 


paſſed him, to all appearance the phantom 


of Catherine. He ſtood almoſt motionleſs 
with horror near the ſpot for a few minutes, 
when the ſound of muſie floated upon the 
breeze, and, as it died away, he heard a 
voice chaunt the following lines: 
Much ſorrow, miſery, and woe 
Attend the wicked. For the deed 
Thy tears will never ceaſe to flop, 
Thy heart will never ceaſe to bleed; . 
But you will languiſh life away; * © 
In anguiſh, horror, and diſmay.” | | 
| He had read of ſpirits, and warning 
voices heard at midnight by villains ; and, 


Impreſſed with the truth of this idea, be 


precipitately left the garden; for thoſe 
lonely walks, once his favourite haunt, 
when philoſophy and contemplation broke 
in upon his hours of reſt, now terrified him 
with their ſacred ſolemnity and ſilence; 
and the man, who of late was the idol of his 
brotherhood, ' became at once the prey of 
an inſupportable miſery, flowing from the 
horrors ofa guilty conſcience. 


Ere the matin bell had ceaſed, he joined | 
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pecting the cauſe of his confu 


(4) 


the monks in the chapel; but his air and 
manner beſpbke. the Kforder of his mind. 
At the concluſion of the ſervice, he retired 
to his cell, and throwing himſelf on his 
couch, endeavoured, by a few hours re- 
poſe; to loſe the remembrance of his crime, 
and ſoothe, if poſſible, the aching of an 
oppreſſed and deſpairing heart. | 
Scaree had he cloſed his eyes, when Je- 
rome Tapped at his docr, and defired to 
ſpeak with him: he tiied to diſſemble his 
diſtreſs, and receive the friar's vifit without 
emotion, but in vain; he was embarraſſed, 
and faultered in his ſpeech. Jerome, ſuſ- 
ion and diſ- 
treſs to proceed from the ſeverity of refle e- 
tion, triumphedin his heart over the forrows 
of his unfortunate rival. 

Whilſt Francis, from the manuſeript in 
his poſſeſſion, looked upon him as a mur- 
derer; Jerome, from the circumſtantial cvi- 
dence of Francis's guilt, charged bim in 
his heart with the moſt ſubtle and cruel 
villainy. Thus were two men profeſſion- 
ally ſet apart to adminiſter conſolation 10 
the wretched, and virtuouſly to promul- 
gate the prineiples of religion, flaves to the 
accurſed influence of the moſt diſſolute paſ- 
fon, ſecretly deſigning each other's de- 
ſtruQion, and drenched with the blood of 
innocence. 

It is a common, but judicious obſervation, 
that in the retired boſom of a convent the 
moſt odious vices are engendered and 


68) 


brought to maturity. Hypoeriſy is che diſ- 
cipline of their ſchools, and encouraging 
an univerſal credulity, in the lower elaſs of 
people for the ſupport. of idolatry, the 
monks become depraved, and the people 
fools. The principles of ſpeculative theo- 
logy are alſo employed to aſſiſt their arti - 
fice in procuring a ſuperſtitious and bigot- 
ed reverence for the perſons and characters 
of thoſe: who ſupport their deluſive dreams 
of holineſs. Secluſion from the world 
may in ſome meaſure guard the heart againſt 
the luſt of the fleſn; but many are ſo con- 
ſtitutionally formed, that the very idea of a 
beautiful woman lights up the fire of imagi- 
vation to ſuch a, degree, that it counteratts, 
every ſyſtem that is formed to ſubvert the 
influence of the moſt tender and endearing 
of all the paſſions that lord it over the human 
mind. If one of theſe holy pillars of purity 
and abſtinence feels the warmth of love ani- 
mate his ſelf-· pre ſumed frozen ſenſibility, 
„What molten image, he cries, © can 
equal the lovelineſs of woman? for the ˖ 
0 
N 


charms, of beauty; what tie reſiſt the feel - 
ings. of affectionate deſpair? Oh God! 
why was I born not to ſhare this enjoy ment 
in common wich my fellow- creatures?“ 

Then it 1s, that the buſy fiends ofiniquity l 
aſſiſt his hy pocritical prudence, and point {W1 
to the ſecurity of his religious ſolitude, f 
the ſacred aſy lum of his cell, the prayer Wt 
at midnigbt; all ſo convenient for the com- ü 
pletion adds his purpoſe, all ſo well calcu» 
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lated to ſhelter him from the raging and 
juſtly dreaded torrent of worldly abuſe. 
The crime is common; but his religious 
character requires him to ſtudy an appoſite 
conduct: and when he has rolled in volup- 
tuous eeſtacy, until the fiend, diſguſt, is 
maſter of bis heart, the world again ſtares 
him in the face: it is then that the innocent 
victim of his luſt and hypocriſy is diſpoſed 
of, by the moſt ſanguinary and barbarous 
means that lie within the limits of his villa- 
ny: it is then that he prides himſelf upon 
his power, and like the fallen angel of old, 
triumphs in guilt, rebellious and unholy, 
„Who with ambitious aim 

Againſt the throne and monarchy of God 
Raiſed impious war in heaven, and battle proud, 
Wich vain attempt.” —— 
In the cvening a bell tolled as a ſignal 
for the monks of St. Dominic to aſſemble 
in the courtyard, and proceed to the priory 
of St. Catherine's. T he gates were thrown 
open, and they went in ſolemn proceſſion 
to the convent; erucifixes, tapers, relies, and 
devices were profuſely diftribured amonęſt 
the brothers, to exęite awe, adiniration, and 
reſpect in the populace, | | 

In the crouathat followed the proceſſion 
two men, of deſperate and ruffianlike ap- 
pearance, were obſerved by many of the 
monks to pay particuler attention to Fa- 
ther Francis, continuaily puſhing for ward 
to leck at him, and then whiſpering 10 


& 2 
each other, with defi gning and ambiguous 


countenances. | 
As they drew near thegate of the priory, 
the lady abbeſs came out to meet them: 
ſhe was followed by the nuns, chanting a 
ſoft requiem for the dead. The fight was 
grand and affecting, in the extreme. On 
entering the monaſtery, the two ruthans 
that ſo particularly watched Francis preſſed 
forward, as if to ſpeak to him; but they 
were prevented from following the pro- 
ceſſion into the convent yard: in the great 
ſquare of the building, the abbeſs accoſted 
Face * ſeeming terms of politeneſs and re- 
ec, . 

Pes Indeed, father,” ſaid ſhe, © we are un- 
- fortunate in not having you for one of our 
confeſſors; the piety of Father Jerome, and 
the conſolation we derive from his advice, 
is, to be ſure, a great bleſſing to us; but 
with the addition of your religious exerti- 
ons, our convent would indeed become po- 
pular.“ 8 
thank you,” replied Francis; and, 
ſtepping forward, requeſted the ceremony 
they were called upon to perform might 
begin. I: conſiſted of extemporary prayers 
by Jerome, and funeral dirges by the whole 
congregation, in honour of the miraculous 
diſappearance of Jurgutba, a nun belong- 
ing to the order, and of whom it was be- 
lieved that an angel, witneſſing her ſuprerne 
piety, had carried her to heaven inthe 
night. | 


1 
The ſymbol of her flight to the rcatms 


of peace was conſecrated by Jerome with 


the moſt ridiculousfervency, and depoſited 
in a ſacred cheſt with the other precious 
relicts of ancient ſuperſtition. Her cell was 
ordered to be inhabited by fiſter Meliſſa, 
and to be held facred, ſo that no footſteps 
but Meliſſa's ever after entered the apart- 
ment. | 
During the ceremony, Francis continued 
in deep reflection; for his thoughts were 
occupied too much with the myſterious 
adventure in the ſolitudes of the garden, 
to attend to the exhortations of Jerome: 
but when the requiem for the dead was 
fung, he felt a fudden coldnefs ſteal over 
him, his heart throbbed, as if burſting in 
his boſom, and a flood of tears poured 
down his haggard and emaciated counte- 
nance. 5 
When the ceremony was concluded, the 
monks returned in proceſſion to the con- 
vent, but Francis ſecretly ſtole into the ce- 
metery of St. Catharine's, and wandered 
amongſt the tombs. | 
He had not been long in this fituation, 
before he heard the ſame voice that the 
night before had aſtoniſhed him in the fo- 
htude. He looked around, but the dark- 
neſs prevented him from diſcovering the 
unknown. After a pauſe of ſome minutes, 
muſie flole upon the filente of the night. 
Haſlily quitting the cemetery, he followed 
| F 2 
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the ſound to the weſtern aiſle of che chapel, 
where he diſcovered a nun ſcated in a me- 
lancholy poſture at the foot of a ſmall mo- 
nument, Which he knew was a cenotaph: 
her hair hung wildly over her ſhoul- 
ders, and a chaplet of chryſtal beads ſuſ- 
pended from her neck a large and beauti- 
ful croſs of amber. | 

From a motive of ſincere pity that glowed 
in his boſom, he was deſirous to learn the 
cauſe that induced the nun to viſit at mid- 
night a tomb which did not contain the 
aſhes of the departed, but was merely 
erected in honour of the dead. He ap- 
proached the ſpot whilſt the unfortunate 
was indulging Fies ſorrows with her face 
Þuried in her boſom, | 7 

« Daughter,” ſaid he, in an aſſedtionate 
tone, if a holy brother of St. Dominic 
can reſtore comfort to thy heart, and reſieve 
by his admonitions“ —— 
At this inſtant ſhe raiſed her veil ſlowly 
from her face, and ſurveying the monk 
with a dejected and deſpairing counte- 
nance, Pointed to the monument, and fled 
along the aiſle, uttering diſconſolate and 
piercing ſhrieks. He took the lamp ſhe 
had left upon the ground, and ſurveyed 
the tomb. No language can expreſs his 
horror, his confuſion, his diſtreſs, when 
he read the following words: 
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« To the memory of 
CATHERINE, 
Daughter of Don Juan Ds CasrII LASV, 
who was hurried, in the meridian of youth and beauty, 
to the grave, 
Her diſconſolate friends have erected 
this monumental tablet, to perpetuate the memory of a 
| beloved and only child. 
Peace be with her fpirit !” 


« Amen,” cried the terrified monk, 
cc amen.” | | 

He dropt the lamp upon the ground, 
and fled immediately from the chapel into 
the cloifters, from whence he gained the 
ſtreet unobſerved. ; 

The night was very dark; and as he hur- 
ried to his convent, he was met by the two 
men that followed him to the gates of the 
nunnery, With ſuch ſuſpicious and inquir- 
ing conduct. bg £ 

We requeſt,” ſaid one, your affiſt> 
ance, father, to hear the conſefſions of a 
ſinner, who lies at the point of death.” 

The mind of Franc was unequal to 
the taſk of adminiſtering confolation to the 
wicked; but confidering hinifelf bound by 
his religious vows to aſſiſt the diſtreſſed in 
prayer, he put ſeyeral queſtions to them 
concerning their requeſt; and having ſaiis- 
fied himſelf reſpecting the truth of it, con- 
ſented to go with them. They led hin 
into a remote part of the city to a fall 
cottage, and one of them taking a key from 
his pocket, opened the door, and conducted 
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Francts to the bed ſide of the penitent. 
Being left alone in the fiek man's room, he 
drew back the curtains, and diſcovered a 
pale, emaciated figure ſitting upright in the 
bed. The man conjured the friar to uſe 
his religious power to the utmoſt limit, to 
procure him a remiſſion of fins, and diſeo- 
vered to the prieſt a train of the moſt atro- 
cious villanies that ever man committed. 
He concluded his hiſtory in the following 
words: 

«* But the crime; father, that hangs the 
heavieſt upon my conſcience, is a murder. 
J have told you that I was a torturer to the 
Moſt Holy Inquiſition: and one night a 
lady of exquiſite beauty was brought to me 
by a friar in a maſk, who delivered me an 
order to diſpatch her privately, and left in 
my poſſeſſion a large bag of gold as a re- 
ward for my trouble. Oh! my father, how 
ſhall J deſcribe io you her picreing entrea- 
ties to live? 

For the ſake of God, conſi der,“ ſhe 
cried, © the infant I bear in my boſom.* ' 

« ] burſt into tears, and unable to per- 
petrate the deed myſelf, conveyed her to 
the convent of St. Catherine's, and gave the 
abbeſs a part of the reward, to confine her 
in a dungeon, and ſtarve her to death. — 

„Sinner,“ ſaid the friar, what was the 
name of this unfortunate lady 7“ 

„She told me that ſhe was the daughter 
of Don Juan de Caſlillas, a wealthy gen- 
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tleman, who lived not far from the convent 
of St. Dominic: this is her picture, father.“ 

. He ſeized it, and cried out in the moſt 
violent agitation of mind, 

Tou are her murderer, then?“ 

The villain uttered a loud ſhriek, and 
pointed to the foot of the bed. 

ce It is there!” he cried, © it 4s there! 

See how the ſpectre glares at me! It _ 
a bloody dagger in its fleſhleſs hand: 
approaches. — Oh God! Save me, — 
ſave me.” 

The wretch aeaford: the trembling and 
almoſt ſenſeleſs friar by the arm. 

* Exert yourſelf, or I ſhall be plunged 
into the deepeſt pit of hell: look at it; 
ſpeak io ii; protect me.” 

He fainted upon his ale —Franeis in- 
ſtantly ruſhed from the room, and left the 
villain in che agonies of death, without ad- 
miniſtering to him the ideal comfort of 
abſolution 

When the monk reached his cell, the 
powers of language are not ſufhcient to de- 
ſcribe his ſituation. He paced the room 
up and down, in a ſtate of wild diſtraction; 
he preſſed the picture to his lips and kiſſed 
it repeatedly, in a delirium of affectionate 
remorſe and ſorrow. 

„ Behold, villain,” he cried, © the ex- 
2 beauty of that face lips that would 

ave adminiſtered to the heart the celeſtial 
ecſlaſies of love united with ſincerity : eyes 


that languiſhed with deſire, but at the ſame 
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ing with anxiety for my return, te know 
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time, poſſeſſing power to awe the vileſt ad - 


vocate of immorality to reſpect; they ſeem 
to turn with horror from a wretch that bar- 
barouſly butchered innocence. Oh Cathe- ' 
rine! Catherine! 1 would that Tcould raiſe 
thee from the dead; for it was my villany 


that prepared for thee an early and untimely 


grave. Oh! that I had died in mfancy. - 
] cannot hve to be the prey of forrow and 
reflection; I can no longer ſuffer theſe un- 
ceaſing pangs of guilt: this world to me is 
as a wild to the bewildered traveller, when 
the dreaded darkneſs of the night, ſpreads 
over the heavens, andleaves him to mifery 
and tears. Oh my God! how weak are the 
bonds of reaſon, how frail the judgment of 
man, when the momentary ſweets of diſſi- 
pation can tear them aſunder, and blaſt his 
happineſs for ever??? | 
He had negleRed in his diſtreſs to faſten 
the door of his cell; and with incredible 
ſurpriſe he obſerved it open, and his im- 
placable enemy, Jerome, enter the apart- 
ment. Nas e 
Father, faid he, © T had retired to 
reſt; but brother Anſelem, wha'devotes 


bis time to philoſophical purſuits, and who 


Prefers the night for ſtudy and eontem- 
plation, overheard your exelamations, and 
pitying your diſtrefles, immediately called 
me from my bed, to render you afſiſtauee 
and comfort: by this time the monks are 
aſſembled in the refectory, probably wait- | 


659 


the reſult of my viſit. Diſcloſe to ine, fa- 
ther,” he continued with a ſmile of affected 
compaſſion, the ſufferings of your heart; 
lock upon me as your friend, your bro- 
ther. 5 

In iniquity I do,” replied Francis, 

baughtily. | 
Beware,“ exclaimed Jerome, © how 
you wantonly inſult me, or belie my cha- 
racter. Contempt begets hatred. I could 
unfold a tale, Francis, that would ſoften the 
moſt obdurate heart to pity, and ſtimulate 
the moſt inactive mind to indignation and 
revenge. If you had loved Catherine!“ 

The friar ſtarted from his place, and 
caught Jerome by the arm.— 

“Speak on, load me with reproaches, 
curſe me and deſpiſe me, for I do acknow- 
ledge myſelf to be a villain; but firſt re- 
ſpect the memory of Cleanthe.” 

It is impoſſible to deſcribe the ſenſations 
of Jerome, when Francis diſcovered to him 
that he was in poſſeſſion of a ſecret, on 
which his life depended ; he ſtood for ſome 
minutes as one ſtruck ſenſeleſs by the light- 
ning of heaven, | 
Go,“ ſaid Francis, as the tears flowed 
down his checks, © go, and be at peace; 
we probably may never meet again.” 

When Jerome had quitted his cell, Fran- 
eis 2 with devout contrition during 
thoſe intervals when deſpair left him to the 


torments of reflection. Early inthe morning 
he wandered alone in the avenues of the 
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garden; and as he paſſed a bed of poiſon- 
ous Plants, which he had cultivated for 
chemical experiments, the dreadful alter- 
native of ſuicide ſtruek him, as the only me- 
thod to ſave him from a public trial and 
the horrors of a violent death by the bands 
ef the executioners. He accordingly ga- 
thered a quantity of thoſe fatal flowers, and 
&iſtilling from them the Ftaneful juice, in- 
fuſed ii into his drink, and ſwallowed it the 
following night, previouſſy commending 
his ſoul to the mercy of God. | 

When the poiſon began to ene his 
ſenſes for ſook him, and he rave violently, 
eurſing the hour of his birth, repeating the 
name of Catherine, and continually implor- 
ing the mediation of his Saviour with God 
for his ſalvation. 

The brotherhood, alarmed at tbe noiſe, 
ran to his cell, but too late to relieve him. 
They adminiſtered medicines, but in vain; 
he continued in a ſtate of diſtraction until 
noon, when the agonies of death ſeized him, 
and he expired, a moſt deplorable and me- 
lancholy ſpeQacle. 

Thus died a man, who, from the natu- 
ral benevolence of his diſpoſition and the 
goodneſs of his heart, might, from an inter- 
courſe with mankind, have been happy and 

beloved; but buried in the ſolitude of a 
| convent, and deprived of all the habits that 
connect themſelves with the neceſſary and 

* ſocial comforts of life, he on the firſt dawn- 
C ing of a brutal en became its ſlave, and 


— 


— we CO eee ˙— ES — 


( 59 ) 


miſeries of his conſcience compelled him 
to inſult his God, by precipitating bis guilty | 


ſoul into his divine preſence— 


Without one prayer, repentent to avert 
The juſt and dreaded puniſhments of hell,” 


A ſecret and malignant triumph ſpread 
upon the countenance of Jerome, when he 
beheld the unhappy Francis ſtretched upon 
his couch a lifeleſs corpſe. As he ſtood 
by the body he diſcovered the picture of 
Catherine, and ſnatching it haſtily from 
the boſom of Francis, examined it with 
profound attention, and then concealed it 
in his pocket. Jerome and De Carros the 
firſt opportunity ſearched the cell of Fran- 
cis with the ſtricteſt attention. They 
found in it the manuſcript wiih the bones 
of the infant. Jerome inftantly deſtroyed 
the manuſcript, and wrapping the bones 
and cloth in an old napkin, he conſigned 
them at midnight to the earth, enjoining at 
the ſame time De Carros to profound ſe- 
crecy. 


yielding to its fatal influence, lived the ) 
prey of wretchedneſs and horror, until the 


%, 
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Hut not Alike to every at eye 
Is this great ſcene unveiled ; for fince the claims 
Of ſocial life to different {hours ur 
The active powers of man, with wile intent 
The hand ee on peculiar minds 
Imprints a different bias, and to each 
8 Decrees its province in the common toil.“ 


" AKENSIDE, 


ALEXO and his pupil had not travelled 
far, before Gaſpardoſunk into agloomy ſtate 
of reflection. Alexo endeavoured to divert 
his mind from mediation, but to no pur- 
poſe; his raillery and pleaſant jokes were 
loſt. At laſt he ſpoke 

* Alexo,” ſaid 3 « I eſteem you as a 
friend, and would willingly obcy the direc- - 
tions of che je w, but my feelings are too 
powerful for the baſe tics of falſe, honour: 
I claim no kindred with that fellow; he is 
not my father, nor one of the Hebrew tribe, 
_ a man of the molt. deſpicable charac- 

He trafhes with robbers and murder- 
8 and encourages them to commit the 
moſt inhuman crimes for the ſole purpoſe 
of enriching himſelf by ſharing the ſpoil. 
Tou know him well, Alexo; he is no other 
perſon than Father Jerome, a monk of Sr. 
Dominic's order. Now hear what a villain 
he is. You recolle& the man. who Ailed 
himſelf Pedro?“ 
«© Yes,” anſwered 70 «] do.” 
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Then,“ replied Gaſpardo,“ you have 
ſeen one of the moſt hardened and bloody 
knaves in all Spain. His intimacy with 
you was the effect of deſign; for as ſoon as 
you quitted the convent, Jerome employed 
that fellow to entrap you, and that houſe 
was to have been the place of murder, and 
myſelf the perpetrator. Pedro hired me 
himſelf, through the means of a man who 
reſides in the province of Old Caſtile: but 
I thought well of you, and perſuaded Je- 
rome to let me take you from the houſe, 
and diſpatch you in a foreſt at no great 
diſtance. 'This contrivance was only to re- 
veal the plot to you, and fave your life.” 

During this extraordinary ſpeech, Alexo 
continued in a ſtate of dreadful ſurpriſe; 
and turning to Gaſpardo, thanked him on 
his knees for the preſervation of his life. 

* T hope one day,” ſaid he, © to be re- 
venged upon my enemy.“ 5 

* Revenge!” cried Gaſpardo, flouriſh- 
ing a piſtol in the air, and his eyes ſparkling 
with delight. © Bravo! The ſooner it is 
ſatisfied, the better appetite for the deed. 
Let it be to-night. To- night let us return 
to Madrid, and ſhoot the old beldam 
through the head; we ſhall then have no 
impediment in our way: there is plenty of 
l- gotten wealth, I warrant, to reward us 
for our trouble.“ N 

Alexo heſitated, and made ſome objection 
to undertake ſo violent a proceeding. 
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It may endanger our lives,” he re- 
phed. | | | 
_< Not inthe leaſt,” ſaid Gaſpardo. I 
know the houſe is inhabited by the old wo- 
man only, and its retired ſituation precludes 
us from the poſhbility of an attack from 
pallengers.” | wn 

He ſtopt, and looking ſtedfaſtly at Alexo, 
exclaimed, | 5 ö 
Why do yon heſitate? If a ſhare in 
the abundant riches we ſhall find in the 
- houſe will not tempt you, the alternative 
is this,” putting one of his piſtols to his 
head; for I am reſolved upon the deed.” 

&* Hold!” cried Alexo; Iconſent.“ 

They turned back, and loitered about 
the metropolis until the approach of mid- 
night, when they went by a private way 
to the houſe of the pretended Jour They 
rapped at the door, and for ſome time no 
one appeared. At laſt the old woman 
opened the little grate, and inquired who 
was there, and what they wanted. 

e We are returned,” ſaid Ale xo, © in 
conſequence of an accidence that has hap- 
pened to the jew's ſon: a fall from the mule 
renders him incapable of fitting on the ani- 
mal; and, unlefs medical aſſiſtance is pro- 
cured, his death will be the certain conſe- 
quence.” —_ gp” 

Lack- a- day, ſhe cried, © what 1s to 
be done? here is no one but myſelfin the 
houſe, and I am old and lame.” 
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ce Open the door,” ſaid Ale xo, and let 


us in; for the night air is very cold.“ 

The bolts gradually drew back, and im- 
mediatelythe door opened, Ga pardo ruched 
forward, and ſtabbed the old duenna to the 
heart. Without ma ing any noiſe, and 
by the. moon- light that beamed through 
the lattice into the paſſage, they raiſed the 
body from the ground, and conveying it 
into the garden, buried it in the moſt un · 
frequented part of a thick ſhrubbery.— 
Gaſpardo then hurried to the houſe, and 
led Alexo through-a long galtery to the 


room where he had ſeen the monk weighing 


the filver, and bartering with the thieves. 


They forced opena ſmall door in the wall, 


where Gaſpardo ſaid a valuable cheſt was 
depoſited; and asthey were bufily employ- 
ed in ſearching for the booty, the tone of a 
lute was faintly heard, accompanied by a 
female voice. 

„ What is that ?” cried Gaſpardo, as he 
ſtarted: from the ſpot. - _ 

Alexo replied, that he had once heard 
the found of muſie, accompanied, as he ſup- 
poſed, by the ſame voice, and about the 
ſame hour of the night. | 

After a pauſe of ſome minutes the air 
was repeated. By following the ſound uf 
the late they diſcovered the rooms in which 
the unfortunate ſorrower was confined; and 
after much trouble ſucceeded in forcing 
open the door. When they entered the 
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ap ent, a lady of an elegant figure, ap- 
parently worn out with diſtreſs, roſe from 

a couch, and addreſſed them 
E ] have long anticipated your buſineſs, 
and I am ready. Death is the only refuge 
from the piercing calamities I now-labour 
under, and I meet it as the miniſter of fu - 
ture happineſs.” 

She drew a picture from her boſom, and 
kiſſed it with affectionate tranſports. 

At this inſtant a clock in ſome neigh- 
bouring church ſtruck one. 

© We are your friends,” cried Gaſpardo, 
< but it is paſt midnight, and we muſt tra- 
vel many miles before day-break. If you 
will follow. us, we will conduct you to a 
place of ſecurity.” 

_ « Gracious God!” ſhe exclaimed, © am 
I to look upon you as my deliverers from | 
captivity ?” 

« Waſte no time,” ſaid Gaſpardo, © in 
exclamations of gratitude : our buſineſs is 
with the concealed treaſures of your gaoler; 
take the lamp and follow us.” 

They ſtationed the lady at the top of 
the. ſtairs, whilſt they deſcended into a 
vault, the floor of which was ſtrewed with 
the mouldering bones and ſkulls of human 
beings, to warn them if any one entered 
the houſe during thew ſearch; for the 
many private ways that communicated with 
the priſon of the Inquifition fully juſtified 
the prudence of ſuch a ſtep. 

“ Perchance,” ſaid Alexo, as he paſſed 
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over the ſeattered aſhes of the dead, this 


is the unfortunate Cleanthe's tomb.“ 

Come along,” cried Gaſpardo, as he 
trimmed a torch which he carried, by 
thruſting it againſt the damp and rugged 
walls of the cavern, come along, our 
time is ſhort, and we muſt not idle I away 
in reflection.“ | 

They went to work, and ſoda diſboncted 
a large cheſt filled with valuables, which 
they plundered. 

Another ſuch as et 2d Lfhould fat: 
off contented,” cried Gaſpardo:; but ve 
cannot ſtay. any longer; the monks of St. 
Dominic will be ſtirring, and my profofſian- 
al brethren! quitting their ſtatiops on the 
foreſt roads for their haunts in the city 
Die had ſcarce fimſhed his ſpeeceh, when 
Alexo perceived the lady haſtily de ſec 7 
ing the ſtairs. 

* We are betrayed,” he eried. 

% How,” exclaimed Gaſpardo, 0 be- 
trayed !”? 

IP this time the lady had got within 

ing. | 
© Youre diſcovered,” ſhe uttered, 3 
a countenance expreſſive of horror: there 
is a fellow in the houſe, calling aloud for 


the old houſekeeper. I faw him paſs 


through the gallery, as I ſtood in the 
pallage.” | 

\ Gaſpardo, without ſaying a werd, ex: 
tinguiſhed the lights, and deep leſt 
the cavern. (©; Te 
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After ſome time had elapſed, Alexo ſaw 
him deſcending the ſtairs, accompanied by 
a man whom he knew from his voice and 
ſtature to be the villain Pedro. 

* Merciful God!” he exclaimed, 4 ny 
are coming to murder us. 

The lady graſped him by the hand. 

Let us ſecrete ourſelves,” ſhe cried, 
re in one of the receſſes that furround this 


horrid dungeon; perchance we may diſco- 


ver ſome outlet that will enable us to eſcape 
their deſigns.” | 

At that moment the light ſuddenly diſ- 
appeared, and they were again left' in total 
darkneſs. | 

e Now,” ſaid Alexo, let us fly from 
this ſcene IC blood: the time is precious.“ 

They haſtened along the gloomy vault, 
and had nearly gained the ſtairs, when 
Gaſpardo appeared with the lamp at the 
extremity of the cavern. 
„ Hiſt! hiſt!” he cried, as * approgch- 


ed, © allis ſafe, all is fafe: where are you 


going ? Surely you would not leave me 


alone in this horrible place. What! you 


thought, I ſuppoſe, that Pedro was coming 


to pay you a vifit. He is a ſad dog; but I 


have ſent bim away very well 2 ſtill 
that is no reaſon but that he may return 
with aſſiſtance, and ſecure us; for I have 
had ſeveral examples of his treachery. Fol- 
low me, and let us begone . we are at 


liberty.“ 
After traverſing a long narrow pallage, 
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they aſcended a winding ſtaircaſe, which 


led into a ſmall romantic tower, that was 
ſituated in a ſecluded part of the garden. 

So far, ſo good,” ſaid Gaſpardo, as he 
threw the lamp upon the ground. We 
have now only to mount our mules, and 
gain the high road to Caſtile, to be out of 
the power of Pedro and his hoary confede- 
rates in iniquity. Come, my lady, give 
me leave to aſſiſt you to ſeat yourſelf be- 
hind Alexo;lI am not accuſtomed to gallant 
the ſex, but I ſuſpe& my ſelf to be poſſeſſed 
of the feelings of a man, and his firſt duty 
is that of attention to the female part of 
ſociety. I have a wench at home, that will 
prove good company, I warrant ; or ſhe is 
not what I take her for.? 

He then affiſted the lady to feat herſelf 
on the mule behind Alexo, and, mounting 
his own, left the metropolis by a private 


and unfrequented road, as he ſaid, for his 


cottage in old Caſtile. 

They rode furiouſly along, until the 
morning broke over the blue ſummits of 
the mountains before them, when the ſongs 
of muleteers and the tinkling of bells were 
heard upon the diſtant plains. 

* It is now time to alter our courſe,” 
cried Gaſpardo, as he ſtruck into a ſmall 
winding pathway of a thick wood, by the 
road fide, through which they continued 
their journey until late in the day, when 
they arrived at a hut ſituated in a ſolitary 


valley at the foot of a barren and ſtupen- 
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dous mountain. The only perſon that ap- 
peared to inhabit this 40nely dwelling was. 
an arch boy, expert at, any thing but. ho- 
neſty. He took good care of the mules, 
and ſupplied the travellers. with excellent 
refreſhment. AS the evening approached, 
they left the hovel, and continued their 
route until the third day, paſſing along tbe 


mwoſt unfrequented and intricate paths, and 


ſlopping frequently at ſmall huts in their 
road for food,) when they diſcovercd a cot- 
tage, ſurrounded by a cluwp of tall trees, 
in a retired part of a foreſt. 

Gaſpardo alighied from his mule, and 
rapped at the door. It was immediately 
opened by a young woman, vho ſaluted 
him with 

« You are welcome home, my lore. 
And if you knew how 1 have been] lagued 
to know where you”: | 

Gaſpardo knitted bis brow 8, and laying 

his piſtols upon the table, 
. * Roſe,” aid he, rather pettiſhly, © theſe 
are two friends of mine; they have travelled 
a long journey without murmuring, and you 
muſt make them merry and welcome with 
our homely fare —I am a gemleman by 
birth, my lady, but reduced by neceſſſty to 
fell wood in this foreſt for the ſupport of 
myſelf and family, I cannot treat you with 
dainties; but che beſt my ſtorchoule affords 
ball be ſet before vou 

He immediately procured. with the aſ- 
ſiſtanee of Roſe, ſome refreſhment, conſi ſt- 
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ing of bread, cheeſe, fruit, and excellent 
wine. : 

M hen the ſun was ſet, Gaſpardo ſudden- 
ly diſappeared, and left the travellers with 
his wife. Alexo endeavoured by artful in- 
terrogation to gain ſome information re- 
ſpecting Gaſpardo, and the employment he 
followed in fo ſolitary a reſidence, but to 
no purpoſe: ſhe was extremely reſerved, 
and her anſwers to all his queſtions, altho? 
ambiguous, were guarded with expreſhons 
that fully ſupported the honeſty of her 
| huſband. To rid herſelf of the converſati- 
on, ſhe expreſſed a wiſh to know bow Gaſ- 
pardo came acquainted with them, and who 
they were; and this circumſtance drew 
fram the lady the following narrative: 


HISTORY OF DONNA CLARINDA. 


*] am the deſcendant of a noble family 
in Madrid, and was married at an early age 
to Don Alphonſo de Berinda, whoſe family 
diſapproving of our union, condemned us 
to live in obſcurity, upon a ſcanty income, 
in a ſmall houſe near the metropolis. We 
continued in this fituation for ſome years; 
during which period [ was mother to a ſon 
and daughter. We brought them both up 
in the faith of the moſt holy catholic reli- 
gion: I carefully inſtructed my daughter in 
the moſt uſeful branches of female edura- 
tion; and the boy, under the tuition of his 
father, excelled in all the manly exerciſes 
he taught him. He inſtilled into his mind 
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the love of hardſhip, and the defire of ac- 
quiring fame and reſpect by courage and 
honourable actions. In the meridian of our 
happineſs the miniſter of ſtate received in- 
formation that a conſpiracy was forming 
againſt the government. He employed the 
moſt deſpicable artifices, to involve every 
perſon in trouble that he diſliked. Inform» 
ers, under the maſk of friendſhip, entered 
the families of the innocent, and bribing 
their ſervants with large ſums, cauſed them, 
upon the evidence of ſuch ſorry ſcoundrels, 
to be apprehended, and committed to the 
care of gaolers and other impe rious officers 
of the crown. It was the fate of Don Al- 
phonſo to be ſuſpected, from his ſingular 
mode of living. He was warned of the 
conſequences that muſt inevitably reſult 
from his continuing near the metropolis, 
and adviſed to leave the country : he heſi- 
tated ; but the horrid idea of the lnquiſition 
ſurmounted all ſenfibility; and hearing that 
his houſe was beſet by the officers of injuſ- 
tice, he conſulted his ſafety by a precipt- 
tate retreat in the middle of the night, My 
ſenſations at this melancholy event can bet- 
ter be conceived than deſcribed. He was 
accompanied only by his ſon, who affe cti- 
onately inſiſted to ſhare his father's misfor- 
tunes: to me he denied that felicity, ex- 
preſſing his hopes that the reign of a Spa- 
niſh Nero would not be long, and then he 
eould return to me in ſafety. Some time 


elapſed before I heard from him, and then 
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his letter did not diſcover the place of his 
retreat. But this ſolitary pleaſure was ſoon 
denied me; for the ſtate, proceeding upon 
the moſt diſhonourable' and unprineipled 
plan, privately opened the letters that ap- 
peared ſuſpicious, and condemned what 
they found, as if coming from conſpirators, 
to the flames, A proclamation was alſo iſ- 
ſued, deſcribing the perſons of the fugitives, 
with a large reward for their apprehenſion, 
dead or alive, and denouncing a conhfiſcati- 
on of their property. Our little all was ac- 
cordingly embezzled by theſe ſtate coun- 
ſellors. At this afflicting period, a friar of 
the order of St. Donnme interfcred, and 
cauſed part of our property to be reſtored. 
Our gratitude on this occaſion was beyond 
bounds; we loaded him with bleſſings and 
thankful acknowledgments for his difinte- 
reſted generoſity. His frequent viſits to 
our melancholy retirement were received 
with thoſe expreſſions of approbation and 
friendſhip, which our obligations to him 
required; and thinking myſelf highly ho- 
noured by his acquaintance, I readily 
granted him his requeſt of becoming my 
confeſſor. My ſpirits were continually de- 
preſſed; and altho* my daughter ſtrove by 
tears and entreaties to difluade me from 
deſpondency, I gave myſelf up a prey to 
grief and deſpair. Father Jerome (for that 
was his name) conjured me to reflect upon 


the diſtreſſing ſituation I ſhould place my 
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daughter in, if I continued to add to my 
afflictions by indulging in melancholy. 
© She will be left,” ſaid he, © without a 
© friend, in a diſſolute and abandoned 
< world. | 
“His words rouſed me to a ſenſe of my 


maternal duty, and the gloom that hung 


upon my mind was diſpelled by his advice ; 
and no other thought but a ſtri attention 
to my daughter's welfare and happineſs 
occupied my mind. The beauty of my 
daughter greatly attracted the notice of the 
young cavaliers of Madrid, who defignedly 
met us in our walks; and, fearful ſome 
unpleaſant intrigue might be the reſult of 
their civilities to her, I determined to leave 
the metropolis, and retire into a diſtant ſo- 
Itude: for her heart was engaged to Ber- 
tram, a cavalier of diſtinction, deſervedly 
eſteemed, and who was on a journey in 
Andaluſia. 

e Having communicated my intention 
to the friar, he highly commended ſo pru- 
dent a ſtep, and adviſed me by all means 
not to prolong my ſtay in the city on any 
account. 

© It is a place, ſaid he, where vice and 
* debanchery are the prevail:ng habits of 
© the inbabitants, where the villames of 
* mankind are practiſed without fear or 
- © ſhame, and where youth and beaut 

© remain inſecure from violence, res 
under the immediate inſpection of age 
© and experience. The attention paid to 
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Cleanthe by our young cavaliers, is the 
effect of a diſſolute and lawleſs paſſion; 
and her perſonal charms only draw forth 
© their flattering admiration. In expoſing 
© her to injuries arifing from conſtant adu- 
lation, you commit an act of immorality. 
* Beſides, if Bertram loves her, you hold 
© in truſt an ineſtimable treaſure, far greater 
* to him than the dominion of empires. I 
« feel a regard for you, and of courſe be- 
* come intereſted in your daughter's wel- 
fare; and as I have devoted my time and 
* influence to the happineſs of both, I ſhall 
continue to aſſiſt you in your ſolitude, 
Let me hear from you Joon.” 

„He took my hand, and preſſing it at- 
fectionately to his lips, retired, apparently 
in forrow. I felt an unuſual degree of re- 
gret in parting with a ebaracter ſo deſery- 
cdly eſteemed; for I looked upon him as 
the protector of diſtreſſed innocence, and 
the friend of the unfortunate. I retired to 
reſt, and continued muſing upon my pil- 
ow, until about the hour of midnight, 
when was {ſuddenly rouſed from reflection 
by the repeated and violent ſhrieks of a per- 
ſon in diſtreſs. I roſe inſtantly, and ruſhing 
intg my daughter's bed chawber, found her 
almoſt lifeleſs, in the arms of a female ſer- 
vant. I inquired the cauſe, but could gain 
no anſwer. At length I heard a violent and 
loud rap at the docr, and, on looking out of 
the window, diſcovered a party of men 
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muffled in their cloaks, waiting near the 
portico. I demanded their buſineſs. They 
replied, that their commiſſion did not ex- 
tend ſo far as to anſwer that queſtion, and 
bade me open the door. I withdrew from 
the window to the bedſide, where my 
daughter fat ; but I had ſcarce been there a 


minute, when the door was burſt open, and 


three ruffians ſoon after entered the apart- 
ment. They inſtantly ſeized me and my 
daughter,and hurryingusinto a coach that 
was waiting at the door, drove off to the 
priſon of the Inquiſition, When we ar- 
rived in the court yard, I begged to take a 
farewel of my daughter, whom they were 
hurrying away. This requeſt was ſternly 
denied: and forcing me along a narrow paſ- 
ſage, they confined me in a loathſome dun- 
geon. My grief at this unprincipled act of 
barbarity was unbounded; I tore my hair, 
and beat my boſom, in the anguiſh of hor- 
ror and deſpair, Icalled npon the good and 
benevolent father of St. Dominic for aſſiſt- 
ance, but in vain; the dreadful ſtillneſs of 
the place ſeemed only interrupted by my 
diſconſolate and afflicting cries. I continued 
for ſome weeks in my priſon without ſeeing 
any human being, but the ſpeechleſs ruffian 
that brought me food. One night. as I was 


_ conloling myſelf with a book of prayers 


that lay in my cell, a man in the habit of a 


friar came into my dungeon, and ſaid he had 


terms to propoſe to me, upon which my li- 
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berty depended. I defired him to cxplain 
himſelf. He then replied, 
] am deſi red by the Holy Office to re- 


© leaſe you, provided you promile never to 


mention the circumſtance of your impri- 
* ſonment, nor demand your daughter; but 
* to forget her.“ | 
“ By this unfeeling and barbarous pro- 
poſition I was almoſt harrowed up to a 
pitch of madneſs, and ſwore by the powers 
of heaven never to ſacrifice an innocent and 
friendleſs child for liberty, although my 
ſufferings were increaſed with tenfold ſe- 
verity. . | 
* Then you are determined, ſaid he, © to 
* languiſh in this horrid dungeon, at the 
* expence of a little miſtaken ſenſibility: 
* your daughter will live in eaſtern magni- 
* ficence; the miſtreſs of a great man is a 
* fituation not to be rejeQed.” | 
„% Away!” I cried; © for I will never 
yore to ſuch abominable perſuafions: I 
ad rather expire upon the rack, than live 
the baſe betrayer of my davghter's honour. 
I fell upon my knees, and prayed that ſhe 
might drench her hands in the blood of 
him who dared, by ſuch helliſh means, to 
inſult his God, and damn the character of his 
ſex. The villain immediately ſtruck me a 
blow on the face, and retired, muttering 
theſe words, as he cloſed the door — 
© You will ſee her no more.” 
* Inthe gloom of ſolitude, and haraſſed 
It 2 
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by reflection and ſorro w, my fancy pitured 
the beautiful Cleanthe in the midſt of her 
murderers; her piereing entreaties ſounded 
in my ears, mingled with the horrid and 
blaſphemous imprecations of thoſe ſangut- 
nary ruffans. I thought I ſaw her bloody 
corpſe lie lifeleſs on the ground, and kneel- 
ed to kiſs it: but when reaſon returned, and 
I found them but the dreams of a diſturbed 
imagination, I threw myſelf in horror on 
the couch, and in floods of tears paſſed 
away the hours ofnight. In this dreadful 
fituation I ſpent ſome months. My food 
was bad; and rendered feeble by the noxt- 
ous vapours of the dungeon, my ſtrength 
was not ſufficient to withſtand the conſe- 
quences of a cold, and it gradually increaſed 
until I was reduced to the neceſſity of keep- 
ing my bed. I was then daily attended by a 
woman, who adminiſtered the medicines 
preſeribed for my relief by the phyſician 
of the priſon, and who conſtantly perſuaded 
me to accept the terms offered by the friar 
for my liberty. Her endeavours were in- 
effectual. She excited my pity; for I juſtly 
concluded her conduct was the act of impe- 
rious neceſſity. After a few day's nurſing, 
I was ſufficiently recovered to quit my bed, 
and walk about my cell; and one night, as 
I was riſing for exerciſe from my ſolitary 
couch, the door of my cell turned flowly 
upon its hinges, and a form, to all appear- 
ance the phantom of a female, bearing a 
ſmall lamp in her right hand, and a bloody 
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croſs in the left, ſtood before me. I ſhricked 
aloud, and attempted to move; bat on a 

ſudden I ſeemed fixed to the ſpot, and the 
powers of utterance ſuſpended. It pointed 
to ſome bloody marks upon its boſom, and 
with a flow and hollow voice ſpoke as fol- 
lows: 

* Behold the ſpirit of your murdered 
daughter! Her body moulders amongſt 
the unhallowed dead, in the ſceret caverns 

of this dreadful priſon. To you her death 
may be aſcribed: and to puniſh the ob- 
* ſtinacy of a heart that might have ſaved, 
by yielding to miſtaken prejudices, the 
* life of an unfortunate child, Iam doomed 
* ro viſit you at the ſilent hour of mid- 
* night, when all eyes but * are ſealed 
in ſlumber.' 

cet glared at me for ſome time with a 
terrific frown, when it looked up piteouſly, 
as to heaven, and left the apartment. In- 
ſtantly 1 fell ſenſeleſs on the floor: how 
long I laid in that ſituation I carnal tel. ; 
but when I had in ſome meaſure recovered 
my ſenſes, I found my ſelf in total darkneſo; 
tor the light, which was placed near me on 
a projection ofthe rugged wall of ny priſon, 
J had in my convulfive ſtruggles thrown 
down and extingulihed. I paſted the re- 
mainder of the night in prayer; and when 
the morning dawned, I became lo ſenſib.e 
of my ſituation, that I had nearly infulica 
my God, by committing an act of ſuicide. 

| H3 ' 
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fitting by my fide. 


1 


Some time after the firſt appearance of 
the ghoſt, it ſtood before me again about 
the hour of midnight, and, pointing to the 
wound, vaniſhed as before. The next 


month I was taken from my dungeon, firſt 


having a handkerchief tied over my eyes, 
and conveyed away in a coach. Aſter I 
had left the coach about an half an hour, it 
was removed, and found myſelf in a cell, 
in the convent of St. Dominic, and Jerome 
You may eaſily con- 
ceive my Joy and ſurpriſe at finding myſelf 
in the company of my faithful friend. I 
fell upon his neck in an agony of ſorrow, 
and, after a pauſe of ſome minutes, I told 
him of the villanous. proceedings of ſome 
unknown Inquiſitor, and the appearance of 
the ſpectre. His ſympathy for my unhappy 
fituation almoſt bordered upon madneſs. 
He wrung his hands, and appeared to feel 
for my misfortunes, in'a manner that con- 
k is me of his ſincerity and diſintereſted 
regard for me. As we were converſing to- 
gether, a voice uttered, in a ſolemn man- 
ner, 

g Beware of the perfidious and deſigning 
* tex! 

« I ſtarted from my ſeat, but he caught 
me by my cloaths, and pulled me again to- 
wards him. We remained in a doubiful 
ſuſpenſe for ſome time; but a prevailing 
filence convincing us we were alone, the 
converſation was reſumed. It chiefly turned 
upon my daughter's cruel death, and the 
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means I intended taking to reveal it to the 
world. I perceived him extremely agitated 
at this propoſition, and he left the cell, as 
in deep thought. From that time I ſaw 
him no more. In the evening a monk 
brought me a flaſk of wine and ſome pro- 
viſions, and begged that I would try to re- 
freſh myſelf by repoſe. The wine ſome- 
what relieved my ſinking ſpirits, and I laid 
down upon a mattreſs in the cell. Sleep 
overtook me; but about midmght I was 
awakened by a loud rap at the door. I roſe 
from the couch, and opened it. A man in a 
maſk immediately entered the cell, and led 
me from the monaſtery to a coach, that was 
waiting at a {mall door leading into a dark, 
varrow ſtreet. It drove off with us 1n it, 
to the houſe where you diſcovered me. On 
my entering it, an old, crooked woman 
bade me dry up my tears; for | ſhould ſoon 
be happy. She led me to the room where 
you found me. I frequently urged her io 
tell me the cauſe ofmy impriſonment. but 
ſhe never made me any anſwer. One day 
ſhe brought a lamp and an old lute, which 
ſhe ſaid would afford me amuſement when 
I was inclined to uſe it. It-was an ineſti- 
mable treaſure. I conſtantly ſoothed my 
mind with the moſt plaintive airs I was 
maſter of, and cheered my glooiny apart- 
ment with the ſong of melancholy. 1am 
indebted to you for my delivery and the 
preſervation of my life, and muſt leave it 
to your own feelings to determine how ſen- 
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ſfibly Irevere your unlooked for generoſity 


and humanuv.” 
At the concluſion of this narrative Alexo 
turnedto the lady, and replied, | 
Alas! madam, the truth of your daugh- 
ter's inhuman murder I can confirm. I 
once had the misfortune to be thrown into 
the priſon of the Inquiſition, and was put 
into the ſame dungeon where the unfortu- 
nate Cleanthe was confined.” 
Alexo then relaied to her the diſcovery 
of the manuſcript, with the unburied bones 
of the child. He alſo undeceived her re- 
ſpecting the character of Jerome, and told 
her of his adventure with him and De Car- 
ros in the chapel of the convent of St. Do- 
minic. A 
* Villain!“ exclaimed Donna Clarinda, 
« was it for this that I innocently and vir- 
tuouſly admitted you into the ſanctuary of 
my family, and cheriſhed in my hcart the 
ſeeds of gratitude? O God! how long is 
this execrable monſter to triumph in his 
crimes? to inſult thee, by profaning the 
holy altar? to mock the laws of religion? 
and, in contempt of thy facred commands, 
riot in licentious depravity ?” | 
Sorrow overcame her, and agitated by 
the convulhve ſtruggles of horror and at. 
fection, ſhe ſunk into a ſwoon. Roſe in- 
flantly flew for ſome water; and whilſt they 
were buſi ed in endeavouring to recover her, 
the dog barked loud, and footſteps of ſome 
perſon approaching che door were inſtantly 
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heard. It was Gaſpardo. As he entered 
the houſe, he ſtarted in ſeeming ſurpriſe, 
and enquired the reaſon of Roſe why they 
were not at reſt? 

*The hour is late,” hecried ; © perhaps 
you are not aware that it is paſt midnight.“ 

She pleaded Clarinda's indi ſpoſition, in 
excuſe for her conduct, and, after lighting 
a lamp for him, returned to her aſſiſtance. 
When Clarinda was ſo far recovered as to 
be able to walk, Roſe conducted her to a 
chamber, and defiring to be called if ſhe 
ſhould in the night feel herſelf at all in- 
diſpoſed, left her to aſſuage the anguiſh 
her heart in filent forrow. 

Whilſt Alexo fat in the room below, by 
the embers of a wood fire, liſtening to the 
ſighing of the night winds among the trees 
that ſurrounded the cottage, Gaſpardo came 
down ſtairs with a brace of- piſtols in his 
girdle, and a large ſabre under his arm. 
He looked ſuſpiciouſly at Alexo, and aſked 
him if he did not intend to go to reſt that 
night. On Alexo's replying in the affir ma- 
tive, and that he only waited for a lamp, 
he turned his appearance off with a ſmile, 
and ſaid, | | 

* You ſee, Sir, I carry with me forcible 
arguments in favour of my profeſſion :— 
you underſtand me, I have no doubt; but 
be ſecret, for your life depends upon it.— 
Early in the morning I ſhall call you to 
work with me inthe foreſt as a wood-cutter. 
to avoid ſuſpicion. Roſe will take care of 
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the lady. You will be acquainted with 
more of us in time. Fare wel. Go direct- 
„„ -- | B 

He ſhook him by the hand, and quitted 
the cottage. Roſe ſoon after made her 
appearance, and conducted Alexo to his 
chamber. Placing the lamp on the hearth 
of the fire-place, he ſeated himſelf by the 
window; for being now convinced into what 
hands he had fallen, he ſuffered himſelf to 
{nk beneath the weight of ſorrow and the 
dreadful horrors of reffection. As the moon 
roſe at intervals from her bed of clouds, 
and ſhone upon the ſcene, he endeavoured 
to examine the ſituation of the cottage, 
that, if neceſſity ſhould require it, he might 
be able to make his eſcape without diffi- 
culty: but the fear of being ſeen by Gaſ- 
e Aer he ſuſpected was lurking about 
the habitation, made him cautious of open- 
ing the window, and the thick bruſhwood 
that grew on all ſi des of the cottage limited 
his reſearches to a narrow circuit. He felt 
an inclination to lie down upon the mat- 
treſs and repoſe himſelf, but ſuſpicion and 
diſtruſt too powerfully oppoſed the defires 
of nature. His little-volume of favourite 
poems again ſupplied him with amuſement; 
and fixing upon the following Sonnet, 
which he had often read in the gardens of 
the convent with exquiſite delight, he did 
not ſeek to repoſe, until the morn broke 
through the ſhades of retiring night, 

And tip toe ſtood, on miſty mountain tops.” 
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SONNET. 


To THE EVENING STAR. 


WHEN coming twilight veils the neighb'ring plain, 
And tinkling thick helis in the diftant fold, 
Sound cheerful to the flow-pac'd village ſwain, 
Who journeys, ſnow beſprent, and fad with cold, 
Beſide the drouſy team, along the vale; 
Then thou, pale herald of departing day, 
Cheer'ft the poor woodman, as acroſs the heath, 
Heedlef, of fleet, or the bleak wintry gale, 
He tracks, with lonely ſtep, the beaten way, 
Lift'ning with filent fear the bell of death 
Or watch dog's howl; till ruddy elves appear, 
Greeting with ſhouts and ſmiles their toil-ſpent Sire, 
Who from the lorn wood's fide is wont to bear 
The mois grown faggot for their ev'ning fire, 


CHAPTER VI, 


AL — © Now Nature ſpeaks 
Her genuine language, and the words of men, 
Big with the very motion of their ſouls, 
Declare with what accumulated force 
Th' impetuous nerve of paſſion urges on 
The native weight and energy of things,” 
| AKENSID®, 


WHEN Gaſpardo quitted the cottage, 
he proceeded to join a gang of outlaws in 
their rendezvous amongſt the ſecret receſſes 
of a ſolitary ruin. It had been a monaſtery 
in the days of the primitive monks ; ſeve- 
ral entire archways remained, and were 0 
beautifully covered with ivy and blooming 
wall- flowers. As he paſſed through one of 
theſe venerable monuments of antiquity, 
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the glimmering of a light amongſt the ruins, 
at a little diſtance from the pathway he was 
purſuing, ſtruck him with ſurpriſe. Darkneſs 
ſurrounded him, and the owl only diſturb- 
ed the ſilence of the ſolitude as ſne reſted on 
the mouldering battlements of the neigh- 
bouring ruin, He walked with baſty ſteps 
from the ſpot towards the receſs, toJoin his 
companions; and before he had gained 
the private road that led to the cavern, he. 
heard a voice repeat his name aloud ſeveral 
times. On turning to diſcover whoit was, 
he perceived a man coming throngh the 
adjoining buſhes with great precipitation. 
It was Jacques, the ſon of Don Alphonſo. 
He carried alighted torch in his hand, and 
as the flame beamed upon his countenance, 
Ga'pardo diſcovered it the piQture of terror 
and apprehenſion, He aſked him in alow 
and tremulous tone, if he had ſeen any 
thing ; | | 
Nothing,“ ſaid Gaſpardo. Theglim- 
mering of a light in a diſtant part of the 
ruin ſtartled me a little time back; but I 
ſuppoſe it was you, or ſome one of the 
1 

Did not you ſee the brilliant croſs it 
carried upon its boſom?” ſaid Jacques, agi- 
tated in the extreme. | 

The brilliant croſs which it carried 

on its boſom! Why, the fellow is mad: I 
tell you, I ſaw nothing but a light at a 
diſtance.” 

It is ſtrange!” exclaimed Jacques, 


( $5 ) 


ce that I ſhould have ſeen theſe things ſo 
diſtinctly, and you nothing. It followed 
me through ſeveral windings of the wood, 
and looked at me with compaſſionate ſor- 
row. If a murder has been committed in 
this ſolitary place, I thank God, I am not 
the perpetrator. There has been foul play. 
ſomewhere Gaſpardo.” | 
Jacques had ſcarce finiſhed his ſpeech, 
when he ſtarted forward, and caught Gaſ- 
pardo by the am- ; 
„Look,“ ſaid he in a whiſper, yonder 
is the ſpectre; it is now ſtealing through 
the middle archway of the ruin; let us fol- 
low it.“ 2 
< Hold!” cried Gaſpardo, ** not for the 
dominion of the earth would T follow a 
ghoſt. I ſay, let us retire ; we may repent 
our temerity; for theſe nightly wanderers 
of the grave are generally averſe tothe cu» | 
nohty of mortals.” | | 
Jacques with great reluQance conſented 
to his propoſal, and they hurried by the 
neareſt way to the cavern, where they ex- 
pected to meet the band. | 
When they entered the private paſſage 
that led to the ſubterraneous apartment, 
they heard the ſound of voices, mingled 
with frequent burſts of laughter. The 
band was aſſembled; and when they en- 
tered the reeeſs, Grinaldo reproached them 
with delay. They, in exeuſe for their con- 
duct, related the whole of their adventure 
7 | pane 
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hear the old archway, but met with con- 
tempt and ridicule from the band ; ſome of 
whom were in a ſtate of intoxication. The 
ſubje&t was dropped, and they by turns 
queſtioned Gaſpardo reſpecting the lady in 
bis poſſeſſion, and the quantity of ſilver 
and other valuables ſtolen from the je w at 
Madrid. He faithfully related every cir- 
eumſtance attending that adventure, and 
begged to know if Alexo might be taken 
r So th 
© Grinaldo addreſſed them. He ſaid, that 
as their leader, Don Alphonſo, was. not 
preſent, it would be inconſiſtent with their 
eſtabliſhed rules to adopt any meaſure, or 
conſent to any propoſal without his know- 
- Tedge: He therefore propoſed an adjourn- 
ment to the next night at the ſame hour. 
This was generally conſented to, and they 
ſeparated, each for his re ſpective habua- 
ion. e e, e PIN be? 
arty in the morning Gaſpardo called 
Alexo from his bed, and equipping him in 
. an old leathern jacket, put an axe into his 
hand, and bade him accompany _ him.— 
They went into a remote part of the foreſt, 
and began felling wood for laggots. As 
they were buſy at work, a man ſeemingly 
in deep reflection, with a ſpear under his 
arm, paſſed by them. f 
That is Don Alphonſo,” ſaid Gaſpardo, 
« our captain; I muſt ſpeak to him, but 
will return immediately.“ 


his followed Alphonſo through the thic- 
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ket, and continued with him for ſome time. 
At length they both approached *Alexe, 
and Gaſpardo introdued him as his friend 
to the captain. Alphonſo gave him his 
hand with an air of ſuch reſpectful polite» 
neſs, that it convinced Alexo, he was not 
one of the ſame ſtamp with Gaſpardo; and 
misfortune appeared upon his brow, marked 
with the ſtrongeſt characters. | 

When Alphonſo parted with them. he 
retired to his cottage. As night approach- 
ed, he felt himſelf unuſually reſtleſs, and 
diſturbed in his mind. He walked in the 
garden before the cottage, but a propenſity 
to melancholy reffection obliged him to re- 
tire to reſt. He fell into a light ſlumber; 
but about midnight he awoke, in conſe- 
quence of a loud elap of thunder that ſhook 
the cottage to its foundation; he ſtarted 
from his bed, and, haſtening to the win» 
dow, perceived the heavens ſheeted with 
lightning. Ere the tempeſt ceaſed, he ſunk 
again to ſleep, But in his dreams the ter. 
riße images of death and murder haraſſed 
him until the cold drops of perſpiration 
poured down his forehead upon his pillow, 
already wet with tears, On a ſudden he 
again ftarted from his bed, and ſupporting 
himſelf by the curtain, exclaimed, 

If thou art ſuffered by Providence to 
revifit the earth, ſay, bloody ſpectre, what 
is the crime thou comeſt to charge me 
with? What OT PO committed, that 
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che quiet of my fepoſe ſhould be thus dif- 
288 ?—Speak to the purpoſe. of thy 
ww 

At this inſtant he was rouſed from a 
ſtate of almoſt perfect e by A 
loud rap at his chamber door. 


W bo is there?“ he cried. | 
Four fon,” replied Neider vo hot is 
come to remind you of your engagement 
with the band.“ 

„ will be with you inſtantly,” He an. 
e 5 
Aſter a few minutes he became collect- 
ed; for the viſion, that he fuppoſed himſelf 
to be addreffing, he found nothing more 
than the impreſſion of a horrid dream: but 
as he paſſed under the mouldering walls of 
the once ſainted edifice, to gait a private 

ath that led tothe cavern, his heart thrilled 
with an unaceountable dread. The dream 
ſtill created in his mind a ſuperſtitious fear; 
and conſidering it as the warning of ſome 
dreadful eventnear at hand, the moaning of 
the wind among the trees thar ſhaded the 
fragments of the towers, or the bat, as it 
flitted in his way, canfed him to fart! invo- 
tuntarily with Horror. 

On his entering the cavern, the band roſe 
to receiye him, but expreſſed their aſtoniſh- 
ment at his vnuſual appearance. — His 
eloak thrown careleſsly over his ſhoulders, 
his hair diſhevelled, and without being 
armed, he ſeemed like one diſtracted. 
 Grinaldo approached him with concern, 
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and inquired the cauſe of his ſingular ap- 


pearance. 

He aſſumed a cheerful countenance, and | 
aſſured them he was perſeQly well, but 
had overſlept himſolf; and that the diſorder 
of his clothes. aroſe partly from forgetful- 


neſs, and partly from the precipitate manner 


in which he left bis bed. He begged the bu- 
ſineſs of the night might not be interrupted, 


and ſeating himſelf at 2 — head of the coun- 


eil, began to queſtion Gaſpardo concerning 


the adventure at Madrid. 


44 It is unparalleled in the annals of 
fineſſe,” ſaid one; © the plan was executed 
with infinite credit to the connoiſſeur that 
projected it.“ 

Ves, replied Moreau, a robber of. the 
moſt abandoned and ſanguinary principles, 
it was excellently contrived and execu- 
ted; but the lady is the ſubjec that moſt 
demands our attention. She in all probabi- 
lity will diſcover the nature of our profe ſ- 
ſion, if we ſend her away, and our lives w 111 
no doubt pay for ſuch ineautious conduct; 
and if we retain her, ſhe will inevitably be 
a diſagreeable burthen to us. It is a me- 
lancholy reflection, that the crime of mur- 
der ſhould be regiſtered amongſt the acts 


of imperious neceſſity; but fo it is; and in 


this inſtance we muſt not depart from the 


ſure method of preſerving our lives ne 
propert 


3 e not, id os Alphonſo, 
3 
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priſon her? Is it like men, to murder a 
woman in cold blood? Is it poſſible, Mo- 
reau, you can reconcile ſuch a horrid act 
of barbarity to your conſcience ? Is Nature 
ſo deficient in her duty, as not to ſhudder 
at ſuch'unprincipled cruelty ? I ſhall never 
voluntarily conſent to the propoſition.” 

A warm debate took place; but Moreau 
continued firmly to ſupport his plan upon 
principles of the vileſt nature; the majority 
too were of his opinion; and in ſpite of 
Alphonlo' S threats and intreaties, the queſ- 
tion was carried in the affirmative. _ | 
Jacques was the perſon to whole lot fell 
the executive part of this barbarous decree. 

When affliction drives us to deſpair, it 
is to the filent walks of ſolitude that the 
mind turns with peculiar | ome to in- 
dulge itſelf in melancholy ſorrow; for the 
deep gloom of the grove at midnight, and 
the ſtillneſs of the hour, interrupted only 
at intervals by the nightingale, call forth 
the energy of contemplation, and inſpire 
the unfortunate with a degree of pleaſing 
reflection, not to be met with in the buſy 
walks of life, crouded with the ſons of 11- 

- centiouſneſs and bigotry. Alphonſo retired 
alone froin the cavern, and wandered inthe 
moſt ſolitary parts of the foreſt. 

« Thank God,” ſaid he, © that I had 
ſufficient courage to oppoſe the villains in 
their deſign upon the life of this unfortu- 
nate ſtranger. I have done my duty as a 
man, although I have been unſucceſsful i in 
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my endeavours to prevent them from mur- 
dering her. She may be married, and bave 
a helpleſs family depending on her for pro- 
tection. I am married, Oh God! and have 
left expoſed to the inſults of an imperious 
world a wife and daughter, coward-like, 
rather than meet my fate upon the ſcaffold. 
Oh my Clarinda!—my Cieanthe!“ 

At this moment a man approached him, 
muMed in his cloak. Alphonſo, ſuſpecting 
it was one of the robbers, fled from the 
ſpot, and endeavoured to ſecrete himſelf; 
when the ſtranger threw his cloak on the 
ground, and haſtily followed him. Finding 
himſelf unable to elude the vigilance of 
his purſuer, he waited his arrival, and diſ- 
_— in che unknown the perſon of his 
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„Oh! my father,” faid Jacques, © to- 
night the lady is to die, and | am the per- 
ſon commiſſioned by the gang to perpetrate . 
the deed. Tell me, if the tie that bmds me 
to this horde of ruffians is fo ſacred, as to 
be eſteemed before thoſe of honour and 
humanity ? — Oh God! theſe hands art yet 
unpolluted with the blood of human na- 
ture; and to ſteep them dehiberartely in that 
of innocence,—to plunge a dagger in the 
boſom of a guiltleſs ſtranger, an unfortu- 
nate victim of treachery, would doom me 
to eternal mifery, in the pit of hell. By 
the powers that rule the world, I cannot do 


it. TI had rather die by the ſwords of our 
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confederates, than live to think upon a crime 
that no penitence can expiate.” | 
% My ſon,” replied Alphonſo, “reflect 
upon the dreadful conſequences ofa refuſal. 
You will be inſtantly ſacrificed to the fury 
of Moreau, that ſanguinary ruffian. It is 
the firſt crime, wi fully committed, that 
dooms the perpetrator to an eternal puniſh- 
ment in the world to come. Perhaps it may 
be pardoned. The mercy of God is infi- 
nite; and the vctim of dire neceſſity is not 
like a voluntary agent. If you are deſtroy- 
ed, I ſhall be left to the mercy of theſe 
fellows, without one on whom I can de- 
pend for aſſiſtance, if neceſſity ſhould re · 
quire it.“ „ 
They heard a horn ſounded in a diſtant 
part of the foreſt, and fearing ſome of the 
party might ſurpriſe them, haſtily left the 
ſpot, and gained their cottage unobſerved. 
When the fatal evening approached, it 
appeared to Jacques unuſually dark and 
ſtill. The wild ſhrieks of the death bird 
were conſtantly heard near the cottage; 
and the wind, as it blew hollow amongſt 
the trees, ſounded to him mournful and 
1 The ime of midnight dre w near. 
Tears prevented Alphonſo from ſpeaking; 
but he rouſed Jacques from a ſtate of ſtu- 
pefaction, and pointed to the dial, the hand 
of which was upon the hour of twelve. 
„ T'go,” he cried, as he unſheathed a 
mining poniard; © I go to ſteep my hands 
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in human blood; but neceſſity has no law, 
and I hope to make my peace with God.” 

Muffling himſelfin his cloak, he left the 
cottage, and proceeded immediately for 
Gaſpardo's hut. It was paſt twelve when 
he reached it, and he found Gaſpardo Wait- 
ing his arrival at the garden gate. 

Where is the lady?” ſaid Jacques, as 
he entered the hut. 

« Huſh!” cried the villains © the flops 
in the chamber directly over us, and has 
been in bed bnt a ſhort time.” 
ls Alexo in the cottage?” N | 

Oh, no!” replied Gaſpardo; he is ſafe: 
I watched him into the moſt ſecret part of 
the ruins. All is ready; and 1 have pur- 
poſely trimmed the lamp in her chamber 
with bad oil: for the fainter light, you 
know, the better. you. will be able to elcape 
if ſhe ſhould awake.” h 

Jacques aſcended the ſtairs, and diſco- 
vered the door of the chamber ajar; he 
cautiouſly entered the apartment, and was 
proceeding to the bed fide, when a faint 
groan, that echoed along the room, arreſted 
his attention. Immediately a cold dew 
ſpread all gver him. He durſt not advance 
to perpetrate the deed; and for ſome time 
ſtrove in vain'toconqu erthe unaccountable 
dread that ſeized him. After a little time 
had elapſed, he collected himſelf, and ad- 
vancing to the bed, to execute his bloody 
commiſſion, drew back the curtains, and. 
gazed upon Clarinda, who was in a pro- 
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found repoſe, with ſilent and agonizing ſor» 
row. 

Her next ſleep,” ſaid he, as he raiſed 
his arm to plunge a dagger in her boſom, 
* will be in death.“ 


She inſtantly ſighed, and repeated, "Hh 


tender emphaſis, 3 

«Alphonſo! Oh! Alphonſo!” 

Struck with ſurpriſe and horror at this 
unexpected circumſlance, he was precipt- 
tately quitting the room, when the glitter - 
ing of a diamond croſs, that lay upon the 
table where the lamp was placed, attracted 
his notice. He immediately recolleQed 


that his father had frequently inquired'of 
him, if he had ever ſeen one of the ſame 
kind, in the poſſeſſion of any of the ban- 


ditti, and, ſtepping gently to the table, he 
took 1 it up, and was on the point of examin- 
ing it by the lamp, when ſome one whiſ- 


pered his name at the door. SulpeQing i it 


to be Gaſpardo, he ſeereted the croſs in his 


boſom, and opened the door with an in- 


tention to diſmiſs him by a ſignificant frown, 
But the way was perfectly elear, and with- 
out loſs of time he locked the door, and 
put the key into bis pocket. 

« She muſt be rouſed from ſlumber: be- 


fore any one can enter the chamber,” he 


whiſpered to himſelf, © and may alarm 


Roſe with her ſhrieks, if Gaſpardo's villany 


ſhould prompt him to murder her before 


my return.” 
The ruffian was waiting for kim, wrapt 
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in a long fur cloak, at the bottom of the 
ſtairs. - | 

Have you cas your Sons ? 
Is the lady dead?” he cried, eagerly catch- 
ing hold of Jacques, as he paſſed him. 

% No,” he replied. © As I was about 
to murder her, I found I had, in my haſte 
to be punctual to the time appointed for 
the purpoſe, forgot to arm myſelf with a 
dagger, She ſlee ps very lound, and [ſhall] 
be gone but a few minutes. 

© 'That is bad,” exclaimed the villain, 
very bad indeed; but you need not re- 
turn. Here,” drawing a dagger from bis 
belt, „here is one that knows its duty; 
he it, and be quick about the matter: 
the night is very far advanced, and the 
morning will be upon us before we can let. 
things to rights again.” 

* I dare not,” ſaid Javqoes; as he ſhook” 
the rufhan by the hard, © I dare not diſ- 
obey the orders of Moreau, who gave me 
one of his own daggers, and bade me bring 
it to him again, crimſoned with her blood. 
You know his temper.” 

*I do, I do,” cried Gaſpardo; “ he is 
me father of every thing that is inhuman 
and bad; — paſſionate and blood- thirſty to 
a degree of barbarity. Go, and return 
ſpeedily ; for I ſhall be very ſurly and diſ- 
pleaſed, if the lady is not murdered to- 
night.“ 

Toftancly Jacques flew to his father's cot- 
tage, and rapped loudly at the door. He 
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ted in dreadful anxiety for admittance, 
but no one appeared. He tried to openit, 
but in vain. The time was precious; and 

ſuch an unfortunate delay almoſt drove him 
to diſtraction. After a few moments deli- 
beration, he determined to ſearch for him 

in the old ſepulcbre, his father's nightly 
"haunt for private reflection and prayer; 
but ere he had cloſed the garden gate, Al- 
phonſo appeared armed with a naked ſword, 
and ſeized his ſon by the arm. Suſpecling 
bim to be one of the gang, who had been 
to plunder his habitation, he demanded his 
bnſineſs in an angry tone, and threatened 
bim with death for his temerity. 

Pardon me, father!“ exclaimed Jacques, 
but J have accidentally diſcovered”— - 

He interrupted Nm. 

* Ts it Jacques? How! ſo ſoon returned, 
my ſon? Have you murdered the lady?“ 
No: circumſtances of a very intereſt- 
ing nature prevented me. The croſs you 
ſo oſten told me to reſpett, as the hallowed 

tribute of affection, I found? in the polleiſion 
of this unfortunate lady.“ 
© Great God!” then, FO Alphonſo, it 
cannot be true. Where is it? Give i it me, 
that l may ſatisfy my ſuſpicions.” - 

A lamp was inſtantly lighted at the 
glawidg embers of a wood fire; and the 
moment Alphonſo's eyes were caſt upon 

the croſs, animation ſeemed for a time ſuſ- 
pended. At length, a flood of tears flowed | 
down his * and, ſupporting himſelf 
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upon his ſword, he lifted his eestoheaven, 
and exclaimed, 4! vib16193 

* Accept my thank, Q God lor chy 
mereiful and benign protection. Turning 
to Jacques,“ You n you bad yot . 
dered her?“ ils ban 
ee did; but d promiſed Gaſpardo what 
I would return, and diſpatch. her be 
morning. I die 
Not for the ſale poſſellan of al eb 
treaſures. Return directty with this ring, 
and wake her: at the firſt fight of ir ſhe 
may be alarmed; but conjure her te be 
ſilent, and fallow your directions. Wrap 
her in this cloak, and. bring her as à dead 
body from the villain's.cottage to the old 
ſepulehre amongſt che ruins; J will there 
wait your return. Be hold and reſalute in 
the execution of this truſt; for the lady, 
whom you was -commitioned to murder, is 
Vonr— mor HTR.“ „il ft 10 ot 

They ſeparated at the entrance of. the 
wood, and -Jacques:returned with al poſſi- 
ble haſte to the:cattage of Gaſpardo, and 
found him, as before, nine ar 
the garden gates b ay 

80, ſo l che exclaimed; as Jacques ap- 
proached,  *;you base at laſt found your 
way back again. Ifoxpeditian is requiſue 
in caſes of neceſſity, voi area very pretty 
fellow to confide in. Damme; Au, will 
| —_ find _ * alſoc iates ara no ſuch vaſy- 
| nis A000 22vpo8t 
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.tempered:gentlemen, if you flatter yourſelf 
that cowardly tricks are accompliſhments.” 

He gabe him no teply; but making his 

way up ſtairs, unlocked the chamber door, 
and ſtepping gently 10 the bed ſide, awoke 
Clarinda. She ſhrieked aloud, on perceiv- 

ing a man, armed with a drawn dagger, a 

leaning upon ber pillow,» 

„ Huſh!” ſaid he, for God's Ine ; 
your life depends pon filence and Your 
- obeying my commands: 

Villain!“ ſhe exclaimed, & chat "hd 
poniard plainly evinces your buſineſs in my 
my chamber at this late hour. Hefitate not 
ko fulffl your truſt: I will cheerfully for- 
give you for Lam tired of my exiſtence.” 

e am no murderer, he replied, laying 
hold of her hand, . your friend; riſe, 
4 lock at this ring 

She immecisely quiued the bed n 
* to reſt 1 in ber cloaths), and examined 
it at the lamp. A livid palene ſs diffuſed 
itſelr ode her countenance; as ſhe preſſed 

Iteto her lips and-ruſhing into the arms of 
Jacques, ſwooned on his boſom. 

He immediately pierced his hand with 
the dagger, and ſtaining the bed cloaths 
and floor with blood, wrapt the lifeleſs 
- Olarinda: wikis: ctoak, and quitted the 
N apartment, with her in his arms. e 

metchim upon the ſtairs - 
7106 oy, joy be cried, wheh- her faw 

* babes Clarinda in . arms. 


9900 
% Suppoſe I aſſt vou in *butyiog che 


body.?“ el 21%: bei Abigt 
60 asi me to bury. che body indeed; 
when there is an hour's work up ſtairs for 
you. The bed eloaths and floor are ſtained 
with blood, and Roſe will evidently diſco- 
ver what we have been about, if the finds | 
ſuch marks of cruelty in the chamber,. 

True, anſwered Gaſpardo; that is 
well thought of. Roſe muſt not be in the 
ſecret ; her confounded ideas of humanity 
and religion would cauſe me to lesd:the 
life of a dog, if ſhe: found us out.. 

Looking through the cottage window. 
Come, come, he eried, there are 
many ſtars yet to be ſeen; the morning is 
not ſo near as I expected. Fare wel, my 
good fellow: let her have a decent burial 
and be ſure you do not ſuffero your con- 
ſeience to get the better of your courage. 
Hle opened the door, and. continued 
watching” Jacques until he diſappeared, by 
ſtriking ſuddenly into an intricate path 
that led into the boſom of the wood; when 
he returned to the chamber, in order to 
free it from the ſuſpicious marke of villany 
it exhibited. | 

Jacques hurried to the ſepulchre, and 
found his father at the entrance, anxiouſly 
waiting his return. He flew to meet him, 
and, claſping the inſenſible Clarinda in his 
arms, proceeded inſtantly by a n 1 
way to is . 302 

| 2 
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When he had recovered her from the 


natural effect of ſo unexpected an event, 
mutual ſenſations of joy and ſorrow foc- 
ceeded: but iris by conception only, that 
the feelings of Alphonſo and Clarinda can 
be known; the powers of * are in- 
adequate to ſuchſ a taſk 

She fell upon his breaſt, and exclaime 
In x flood of tears, ; 

5'* Oh, my beloved huſband! ſince that 
fatal night which ſeparated us, I have 
been hurraſſed by a: ſucceſhon of unprece- 
dented and cruel misfortunes. The hal- 
lowed boſom of the church, chat ſacred 
refuge for the unfortunate, contains your 
worſt and barbarous enemy. Oh, my huf- 
band.! your daughter, the beautiful and 
adored Cleanthe, is murdered.” ? 

% Murdered!” | cried} Alphonſo, as he 
ſtarted from his chair, murdered! did 
you ſay, murdered? Where was the hand 
of Bertram? Where his boaſted love for 
. Clemthe?”? a 142 2 

Nes,“ replied Clarinda, « murtlered, 
foully murdered; by Jerome, a-friar of the 
order of St. Dominie. Bertram at che time 
was on a journey in Andaluſia.“ 

„ Almighty God! I never expecled to 
combat with this misfortune, in addition to 
the ſorrows thou haſt loaded me with.“ 
His ſpeech faultered, he ſtaggered to his 
chair, and burſt into a flood of tears. As 
ſoon as he had recovered bimſelf, Clarinda 
related to him her unjuſt confinement in 
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the priſon of the Inquiſition, the eauſe of 


her daughter's murder, oy the appearance 
of the ſpeQre. 


When ſhe mentioned the: Meade bunte 


Alphonſo recolled ed that the ſpirit, Which 


he fancied had appeared to him in his 


chamber during the tempeſt, held the ſame 


emblem of catholic perfidy in its hand; 
from this circumſtance he concluded that 


it muſt have been the pern of bis: be- 
loved Cleanthe.. |. 


Wben Alphonſo teil to hey bi ad- 


ventures ſince their parting, and the mode 


of life he purſued, Clarinda was ſtruck 
with the deepeſt concern and aſtoniſh- 


ment. 
elt is an act of nonifiry'?! ſaid Alvlanſo ; z 


* for as Jacques and myſelf were travel- 
ling through this foreſt, we were ſurpriſed 
by robbers, habited as per dienen, and con- 
ducted to a caſtle hard by, where we re- 
mained in confinement for ſome days. At 
laſt, the maſter offered us our lives, if we 


f would conſent to jo the gang, and live in 
the foreſt with his aſſociates. This propoſal 
was not rejected; and we have only waited 

a fayqurable opportunity to effect our 


eſcape; a plan for that epa is a in 
agitation.“ 


The dawn of day was now ſeen tobrealc 


| through the branches of the tall trees that 
' ſurrounded the cottage; and Alphonſo, 
aer procuring ſome refreſhment. for Cla- 
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rinda, left Jacques in the cottage with bis 
mother, and retired alone into the wood. 
As he was at work, making faggots, he 
heard a man utter the following ſoliloquy: 
No reaſoning ſhall convince me to the 
contrary.” Day after day the fame horrid 
acts are perpetrated with impunity. There 
is a God, whom we are taught to adore. 
as the ſpirit of univerſal benevolence and 
juſtice :=why the bolts of his almighty | 
vengeance are not hurled againſt theſe vil- 
lains ; why the laws of morality and religion 
are to be groſsly violated; and why an 
eſtabliſhed ſyſtem of debauchery and mur- 
der is to be erected by the miniſters of his 
holy word, —are queſtions, that no philo- 
ſophy, however ſubtle, ean ſatisfy. Laſt 
night the unfortunate ſtranger, was mur- 
dered, and the perpetrator of that horrid 
-orime is a man. Great God! 1 burn with 
indignation, when IT find my ſelf a being 
capable of committing premeditated acts 
of the blackeſt and moſt malignant dye. — 
of rahking myſelf with the world of brutes, 
by hunting down my fellow- creatures for 
prey. If the mouldering corſe of that un- 
fortunate victim be ſeereted in this foreſt, 
may the cavet and lonely receſſes ring with 
the piercing complaints of her wandering 
: eboff“ may it haunt the villain in his re- 
tirement, and harrow up his mind to the 
- higheſt piteh of diſtrading wretchedneſs!” 
Struck with ſurpriſe at this ſingular 
ſpeech, Alphonſo made towards the ſpot 
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where he heard the voice, and diſcovered 
Alexo proftrate on the ground, and in 
teats. 

He ſpoke to him. The ſorrower roſe 
from the ground, and was haſtily retiring. 

*© Why,” ſaid Alphonſo, “ will you fly 
me? Why defert the man who is your 
friend? Why quit the ſociety of one who 
is deſtined to endure, in exile with your- 
ſelf, the keeneſt pangs of ſorrow and mis- 
fortune? The lady whom you fo affection- 
ately lament, is alive.” 

« Alive!” exclaimed Alexo,as he ruſhed 
towards Alphonſo. | 

Ves, he replied, © ſhe is alive, and in 
a place of ſecurity. I poſſeſs but little 
knowledge of your character, but have en- 
truſted you with a ſecret on which my life 
depends, confident you are worthy of my 
eſteem, from the ſentiments you have juſt 
now- uttered in this ſolitude.— But. I fee 
Gaſpardo at a diſtance. Meet me 40 night 
at twelve, near the old archway in the 
ruins, and you ſhall be further acquainted 
with me and my friends. Farewel.” 
At the hour of midnight Don Alphonſo 
committed Clarinda to the care of his ſon, 
and, wrapping himſelf in his eloak, went 
tothe old arehway, where he found Alexo 
waiting for him, as appointed. 

The moon had riſen, and hiding with | 
unchouded brillianey upon the ſcene, her 


lightenabledthenrto proceed wh expedi 
uon to the ruin. 
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e Here,” ſaid Alphonſo, as he entered 

thet ſepulchre, © here 1 retire alone, when 
I can eſcape from the company of our aſ- 
ſociates, to devote a few hours to reflection, 
and the memory of thoſe days which 1 
ſpent free from care and diſtreſs, in the 
-boſom of my beloved, de now unhap- 
PY) family,” 
Ude ſcated himſelf near a men ſtatue 
of the Virgin Mary, and began his hiſtory 
by diſcovering to Alexo his real ſituation 
with the robbers, and the cauſe that forced 
him from his home; be mentioned the ap- 
pearance of the ſpirit, and lamented. with 
the ſevereſt ſorrow the loſs of his unfortu- 
nate child. 

Oh, my friend!” replied Alexo, «the 
opinion you heard me deliver concerning 
religion, flowed from the inmoſt receſſes of 
my heart. I was initiated at an early age 
into the monaſtery of St. Dominic at Ma- 
drid, but diſcovering the friars of the order 
to poſſeſs principles of the moſt abandoned 
nature, I left the ſanctuary in diſguſt, and 
was, in conſequence, thrown into the hor- 
rid priſon of the Inquiſition. It was in m 
dungeon, Don Alphonſo, that J accidental- 
ly found a manuſcript written by your 
daughter, containing an account of ber ſuf- 
ferings inflited by Don Jerome, of the or- 
der of St. Dominic, her perſecutor. The 
mouldering remains of an infant were alſo 
diſcovered 1 in the ſame r, with the ma- 
puſcript.” 
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„Oh God!” exclaimed Alphonſo, © the 


tale harrows me up to diſtraction.— Lou 
poſitively can confirm her death ?” 

J can,” ſaid Alexo: the manuſcript 
was finiſhed by another perſon, who at- 
firmed, that Jerome one night, after having 
urged the gratification of his brutal paſſion 
in vain, ſtabbed her to the heart.— But his 
villainy will not eſcape puniſhment. T have 
depoſited - the manufeript and unburied 
bones of the babe with Friar Francis, a 
virtuous and holy monk of the ſame ocder, 


who has given me a ſolemn promiſe to 


exert his influence in bringing the guilty 
Jerome to the bar of juſtice.” 
God will reward you,“ replied Al- 
phonſo: but I can no longer liſten to a 
fact ſo replete with helliſn cruelty and diſ- 
treſs.” — He ſunk upon the ground in the 
agony of ſorrow. WA 
At this moment a horn was founded on 
the outſide of the ſepalchre. T0 
% Hark!” cried Alphonſo, that fatal 
note portends no good; ſome of our party 
are abroad to-night, waiting, I ſuppoſe, to 
ſeize upon the unfortunate» travellers that 
are bewildered in this dreadful foreſt,” 
The ſudden ruſhing of the wind down 


the ſtaircaſe had nearly extinguiſhed, the 


light, and footſteps were ſoon after diſtinct- 
ly heard of ſome perſon. deſcending into 
the ſepulehre. Alexounſheatbed his ſword, 
and was proceeding with. Alphonſo to re- 
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connoitre round the building, when Gri- 


'naldo entered the ſanctuary. 


ou are in tears, Alphonſo,” ſaid he, 
as he entered the tomb: © are you fo frail 
in nature, as to ſeek out a ſolitude to play 


the woman in?? 6 


« Alas! Grinaldo, you know not what 
piercing and undeſerved ſor rows have hap- 
pened to my family ſince my unfortunate 
flight from Madrid. My daughter, the 
beautiful and beloved Cleanthe.— Oh 
God! where was thy protecting arm?“ 

e What can this mean?” exclaimed 


Grinaldo: * theſe frantic and diſſreſſing 


invocations! this diſtracted countenance! 
theſe tears! They muſt ariſe from ſome ſe- 
cret and ſevere misfortunes. Oh! ſuffer me 
to ſhare them with you; ſuffer me to mourn 
" friendſhip over the records of your mi- 
ery.” oz BR a Brod) 134334; 

21 cannot repeat the tale, ſaid Al- 
phonſo, drowned in tears: I cannot think 
of it, but with the fury of -a madman; it 
is à crime too black for the catalogue of 
human villanics; it is a deed that would 
blaſt the character of a ſavage. If there is 
a hell, Jerome cannot eſcape the puniſh- 
ments of the damned.” | 

Grinaldo then liſtened toa circumſtantial 
account of the whole affair; but ere Alexo 
had finiſhed his tale, he looked at him with 
ſurpriſe, and, graſping his hand, exclaimed, 

* Do you ſay, a monk of the order of 
St. Dominic?“ | 
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* Ves, Sir,“ replied Alexo: the villain 
was alſo a moral lecturer and confeſſor to 
the convent of St. Catherine's.” 

“St. Catherine's?” cried Grinaldo. © Is 
it poſſible that Biſſare, a woman who was 
ſo univerſally eſteemed in Madrid for her 
piety, her benevolence, and rigid adherence 
to morality, could admit into the ſanctuar. 
of her convent ſo profligate a character?” 
Ah, Sir!” replied Alexo, © Tam aſraid 


ſhe is not worthy of the good opinion you 


entertain of her. I once reſcued from de- 
ſtruction a nun who was privately conveyed 
through a ſubterraneous paſſage from the 
priory of St. Catherine's, to the chapel of 
St. Dominic's convent. I have in my poſ- 
ſeſſion a picture which I fonnd in the 
church, after her enemies had diſappeared 
with her. In the height of her diſtreſs ſhe 
frequently preſſed it to her lips, and gazed 
upon it with affectionate rapture.” — 

He preſented che miniature to Grinaldo. 

The friars, he continued, © in a con- 
verſation that! overheard, called her Aman- 
tha.” 

„ Merciful Heaven!“ enn Grinal- 
do, ſtriking his forehead violently with his 
hand. * What a ſecret have: you revealed! 
what diſtreſſing tortures has that name con- 
veyed to my afflited heart! This picture 
I with horror confeſs'to be mine: my ſuſ- 
picions are confirmed. Oh, Alphonſo, 


Amantha is the daughter of your wretched 


and diffracted friend. This picture, when 
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laſt we ſeparated, Igave her in the convent 
parlour : ſhe kiſſed it a thouſand times, and 
hurried it to her boſom, as the moſt ſacred 
repoſitory for a treaſure ever to be adored 
and beloved. Misfortunes drove we from 
Madrid; the loſs of a beautiful and belov- 
ed wife compelled metoforſake the world: 

I travelled for the re-eſtabliſhment of my 
health, impaired by ſorrow ; but being ſeiz- 
ed by robbers, my ſervants were murder- 
ed, and myſelf conducted to. his foreſt. I 
committed Amantha to the protection of 


the perfidious Biſſare, until my return, and 


this is the reward of my Hberality and con- 
fidence. Accurſed wretches! what vice, 
what deliberate villany is there, that ye do 
not praiſe under the cloak of religion? 
Oh God! this load of life is inſupportable. 

In me, Alphonſo, you behold the father of 
the too much injured Bertram: him, who 
with high toned authority forbad his ſon 
the common right of participating the affec- 
tions of the unfertunate Cleanthe. Heaven 
has now ſi fficiently puniſhed me. Oh, my 
children!” - 

« Is this the father of Bertram?“ ſaid 
Alphonſo, as he took him by the hand, —© 1s 
it poſſible that I find Don Bertram de Ley- 
va my companion in diſtreſs?” ' 

A pauſe of ſome minutes enſued; when 
Alphonſo exclaimed, 

Come, come, we muſt not think too 
much of our misfortunes, nor brood wilh 
diſtreſs over the paſt errors of our les; ra- 
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ther let us ſeek out the capital, and hunt 
this barbarous libertine from his den. Is it 
worthy of our ſex to endure calamities pa- 
nently, that call aloud for juſtice and the 
ſcourge of revenge? We muſt not live to 
countenance a crime, which by the ſacred 
ties of parental affection we are bound to 
puniſh. Theſe murderers of our children 


ſhall not triumph in their guilt. To-mor- 


row. at, midnight I purpoſe leaving this 
haunt; part of the gang will be upon an 
excurſion, and we can with eaſe maſter 
the reſt, if their curioſity ſhould prompt 
them to watch our conduct. Oh, my friend! 
let us not give ourſelves up to deſpair. 

There is an inviſible protection extended to 
the unfortunate; for che lady, who was to 
have been ſo barbarouſly murdered laſt 
night by Jacques, proved to be his mother, 
Yes, Don Bertram, ſhe is the wife of your 
unhappy friend.” 

Great God!” he cried, © when will 
the hovering clouds of myſtery di ſperſe, or 
fortune leave us to repoſe in quietude? LI 
conſent to leave the gang to- mor row night. 

Alexo, you will accompany us?“ 

“O yes! reſolutely will [undertake any 
thing, to eſcape from ſuch a perilous exill- 
ene 

“ Then,” ſaid Alphonſo, © we will ſe- 
cure the horſes in our poſſeſſion, and ſtation 
them by the laſt fountain in the great path- 
way of the foreſt, 6 Ig day cloſes, with 
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my fon Jacques and Alexo. We can repair 
ſecretly about midnight tothe place, when 
all is quiet, and the thieves at the ſkirts of 
the wood. We muſt arm nen, fear 
of an attack.“ | 
| Wheathey had fully ſettled: the plan for 
their eſcape, and were about to ſeparate for 
the night, a horn was again heard at a little 
diſtance from the ruin: they liſtened at- 
tentiyely for ſome time, but all was ſilent; 
at laſt they accidentally perecived a man 
ſkulking amorg the ruins. 

* 'That is one of the gang,” fald Alphon- 
ſo. * The villain, in all probability, has 
overheard our converſation. You, Alexo, 
had better return with Grinaldo to his cot- 
tage, in caſe of a ſurpriſe.” 

' Alexo readily acceded to the propoſal, 
and they parted. 

When Alphonſo entered his cottage, 
Clarinda was fitting in the chamber by a 
{mall fire, reading a book of prayer. He 
communicated to her and Jacques his in- 
tention of decamping in the night with his 
friends from the haunts of the robbers, and 
4 them be in readineſs to accompany 

m 
* You do not mean,” ſaid the, with 
- anxiety, © to enter Madrid but in diſguiſe ?” 

J cannot live in peace,” cried Alphon- 
ſo, © whilſt the murderer of my daughter 
exiſts; but we will talk of that on our 
journey: let us now go to bed, for I have 
need of repoſe.” : 
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About an hour after they had retired to 
reſt, Alphonſo was diſturbed by the ſound 
of footſteps on the ſtairs, and ſoon after by 
a gentle ſhaking of his chamber door. He 
ſeized his ſword, and roſe from his bed, to 
diſcover the cauſe of his alarm; when he 
met Gaſpardo cautiouſly entering the room 
with a naked dagger in his hand. On per- 
ceiving Alphonſo, he ſtarted, as with ſur- 
priſe, and immediately extinguiſhed the 
lamp that ſtood upon the table near the 
fire place. The diſappearance of the light 
was the appointed fignal for aſſiſtance from 
without; and inſtantly another ruffian en- 
tered the chamber. The moon fortunately 
was at the full, and ſhone with great bril- 
liancy through the lattice. Alphonſo, by 
this circumſtance was enabled to defend 


himſelf againſt the united attacks, of the 


rufhans. He ſhouted for aſſiſtance. At 
that inſtant-Gaſpardo fired a piſtol, but the 
ſhot paſſed by him, and pierced: through 
the curtains of the bed. Jacques, who was 
ſleeping in a room above, rouſed by the 
noiſe in his father's chamber, entered the 
apartment, and found his father gallantly 
engaged in a deſperate combat with one 
of the ruſhans. He inſtantly took part in 
the conflict, and ſhot him through the 
head. Gaſpardo, on hearing Jacques upon 
the ſtairs, contrived to make his eſcape, 
During the ſcuffle, Donna Clarinda had 
fainted. As they "_ endeavouring to re- 
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cover her, footſteps were again heard upon 
the ſtairs. They left the bedſide, and pre- 
pared to renew the combat; but Alexo en- 
tered; in his ſhirt, covered with blood, and 
a naked ſword in his hand. 

The barbarous ruffans,” he eried, 
ce are folled in their attempt to murder us. 

« Where is Don Bertram?“ laid l. 
phonſo; © is he fallen?” 

*© Oh, no!” replied Alexo; “ be ſent 
me here to warn you of the danger that 
threatened us; but I Tee you have had 
your ſhare in the fray.” 

At this moment a voice without ſhouted, 
* Halloo, halloo!“ 

e There he is,” cried Alphonſo; an 
ruſhing down ſtairs, found him at the door, 
dragging along. with him a wounded rob- 
ber. 

« This is the only one alive out of three,” 
ſaid Don Bertram; © and I propoſe this 
fellow to make a confeſſion of the horrid 
confpiracy againſt our lives.” 

By this time the party bad aſſembled be- 
low, and a fire lighted upon the hearth. — 
Mutual congratulations now paſſed between 
them, and- Don Alphonſo <mbraced the 
almoſt expiring Clarinda in a tranſport of 
affectionate joy. In vain did they urge the 
dying rufhan to confeſs ; the natural bru- 
tality of his diſpoſition, aided by the effect 
of his immoral habits, rendered him ſullen 
and obſtinate: but when the convulſions 

of death warned him of his diſſolution, he 
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confeſſed the whole plan, and gave a cir- 
cumſtantial account of what courſe the 
robbers intended to purſue after they had 
accompliſhed their defign. | 
Previous to this abandoned way of en- 
riching ourſelves,” he cried, with apparent 
contrinon, © we were friars belonging to 


the holy order of St. Dominic: but by too 


ſtrictly obſerving and enforcing the laws 
by which the ſociety was regulated, we in- 


_ curred the diſpleaſure of Father Jerome, 
an officer of the Inquiſition, who drove us 


from the convent in ignominy, and under 
the diſgraceful charge of incontinence. To 
ſave his own reputation, he perſuaded the 
Inquiſitors to iſſue orders to all convents in 
Spain not to admit us. Perſecuted, and 
with beggary ſtaring us in the face“ —— 

His ſpeech faultered, and in an inſtant he 
expired withont a groan. 

In the morning Don Alphonſo and his 
companions buried the bodies of the thieves 
in an unfrcquented part of the foreſt, and 
ſaddling the horſes of the banditti, left their 
wild retreat for the capital. They journeyed 
through the bye ways of the foreſt until the 
ſhades of evening approached, when they 


entered upon a wide, uninhabited plain. 


The night proved tempeſtuous; but encou- 
raged with the hope of diſcovering ſome 
herdſman's cottage upon the wild, they de- 
termined to purſue their route, and aban- 
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** he idea of returning back into the 
foreſt for ſhelter. 

As they aſcended a hill, one of the party 
diſcovered a light at ſome diſtance ; and, 
making for the ſpot, they found it procced- 
ed from a taper burning in the chamber 
window of a ſolitary hut. Jacques called 
aloud for admittance, but no one anſwered 
or appeared. They plainly ſaw, through a 
Crevice in the door, the blaze of a wood 
fire, and an extinguiſhed lamp upon a ſmall 
table before it. After waiting ſome time, 
and repeating their ſhouts with violent raps 


at the door, a woman opened the ſmall 


window near the roof, and inquired who 

they were, and what they wanted. 

We are benighted travellers,” faid 
Jacques, sand requeſt an admittance.” 

<« I dare not let you in,” ſhe replied; 


ce my life would be forfeited, if I did. 


There is a caſtle not far off, if you purſue 
your journey in a ſtrait line from the next 
monumental croſs.” | 

Jacques urged his requeſt with repeated 
promiſes of protection from violence, but 
to no purpole ; ſhe continued firm to her 
 farſt anſwer, and withdrew. 

As they were about to break open the 
door, a perſon at ſome diſtance repeated 
the name of Gaſpardo. _ 

Jacques immediately ſuſpeRed the ſignal, 
and, muffling himſelf in his cloak, advanged 
to meet the ſiranger. 
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On his approach the man whiſpered, © Is 
it all over, and are the bodies buried?“ 

« Yes,” ſaid Jacques; © but more of 
that when we get into the cottage: at the 
door are ſome freſh travellers, waiting for 
admittance ; take time, and we may diſ- 
patch them alſo.” 

<« Bravo!” cried the may. & bravo! Let 
us go in through the ſtable. I have been 
upon the watch ſome time for you.” 

He conducted Jacques through a private | 


way into the hut, and immediately opened 


the door, to admit his friends. 

But on Alexo's unmuMing his face, the 
woman, whom they diſcovered to be Roſe, 
the wife of Gaſpardo, immediately ex- 
claimed, 

6 Loed of heaven! we are undone.” 

„Why, how now!” cried the aſtoniſhed 
herdſman. *©* What, in the name of the 


devil, have 1 been deceived? By the blood 


of the virgin” (laying his hand on his dag- 
ger) 

Hold,“ cried Jacques, as * drew his 
ſword from the ſcabbar d; © we come to 
tell you that your companions are at reſt 
in their graves. Their villany was detected, 
and we have facrificed them to our reſent- 
ment.? 

Ah: ſaid Role, ay 1 told them all how 
it would be; but they ſtill perſiſted in the 
ſcheme. Well! they have got their reward 
now for all their crimes, and I am tree from 
2 monſter.” 


1 ) 


At this the end aſſumed a more 
cheerful countenance, and brought out the 
beſt of every thing that his cupboard af- 
forded, bidding the travellers make merry, 
and endeavoured with affcQed hoſpitality 
to drownall ſuſpicion as to his real charac- 
ter. During the night, however, he ſeveral 
times quitted the cottage, and returned ap- 
parently more and more diſſatisfied: ſuſ- 
pecting the tale of Jacques's to be un- 
founded, he repcatedly whiſtled loud and 
ſhrill from the chamber window, and left 
a light burning in the caſement that looked 
towards the toreſt ; but as the morning 
dawned, without the appearance of Gaſ- 
pardo and his aſſociates, he deſpaired of 
being revenged upon his gueſts, and be- 
haved to them with great civility and at- 
tention. 

Soon after day- break, they leftthe word 
man's cottage, and taking a beaten road, 
as dircted by their hoſt, purfued their 
Journey until noon, when they arrived at 
an inn, contiguous to a ſmall village, upon 
the highway, where they alighted for re- 
freſhment. On entering a {mall room, ap- 
propriated for travellers of reſpectable ap- 
pearance, they perceived a proclamation 
ſtuck over the chimney piece. It related 
the recovery of the king h,çAiol ent and 
alarming fit of ſickneſs; and that in conſe- 
quence of ſo; fortunate an &yent, it recalled 
all exiles, of whatever denomination'; par- 


doned the ſuppoſed conſpirators, who * 


( 17 ) 
fled from the vengeance of the ſtate, and 
reſtored the confiſcated property of the de- 
linquents. It is impoſſible to expreſs the 
Joy this agreeable intelligence diffuſed over 
every countenance: they embraced each 
other in exultation, and, after having pro- 
cured a carriage for the better accomimo- 
dation of Clarinda, purſued their journey 

to Madrid with the utmoſt diſpatch. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


Vain are thy thoughts, O ehild of mortal birth! - 
And impotent thy tongue,” —— AKENSIDE. 


THE body of Francis was buried in the 
cemetery of St. Dominic, with the accuſ- 
tomed pomp and ſolemnity obſerved upon 


ſuch occaſions. A tomb was erected by the bes 


brotherhood over his aſhes, and a conſe- 
crated lamp burned during the night, near 
the monument. 
Jerome was called by the brotherhood 
to the office of ſuperior; and when he rc- 
flected that he was abbot of a powerful mo- 
naſtie hovſe, an officer of the Inquiſition, 
and the confeſſor of a ſectary, unrivalled 
for the beauty of its nuns, and governed by 
an abbeſs too intimately connected with 
bimſelf to reſpect the ties of honour or 
morality,—he ſmiled, within himſelf, con- 
temptuouſly on the world; and regardleſs 
of that purity of character which ſhould 
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ever diſtinguiſh a prieſt, his creed was 
made up of the molt licentious artifices, 


which he practiſed without compunction. 
The abbeſs of St. Catherine's was his idol: 


he found her a woman of great talents, and 
a proficient in. every, kind of vice; her 


ſchemes were laid with the deepeſt pene- 
tration, aſſiſted by the cloak of religion, 
and executed with all che ſecret ſkill and 
addreſs that diſſimulation requires. He vi- 


ſited her continually, under the pretence of 


adminiſtering conſolation to the fiſterh6od 
in the conſeſſional chair ; but, in truth, only 


to riot with his miſtreſs in pleaſures of the 


moſt extravagant and libidinous nature. 

Callous to the piercing calls of conſcience, 
he, in the outward diſplay of piety andpro- 
feſſional auſterity, ſecreted the growing 
vices of his corrupt heart. Power, in a 
variety of inſtances, has been known to 
produce a perverſion of all that is humane 
and good in mankind; which is ſufficiently 
inſtanced in hiſtory, from Sylla to the 
Duke of Alva. The mind of Jerome had 


been equally debaſed by power; which, 


however, in his ſphere could only be made 
ſabſervient to diſſipation, and the pleaſures 
of an indelicate voluptuary. 


He had riſen early one morning, having | 


in his dreams ſpent a night of viſionary 
happineſs, and was walking beneath a row of 
beautiful elms (where the ſcattered flowers 
impregvated the air with the moſt exquiſite 
ogour), to refreſh, his ſpirits, languid with 
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che force of imagination, when De Carros 
appeared, hurrying towards bim. His 
countenance was expreſſive of terror and 
diſmay. 

% What is the matter?” ſaid Jerome. 

Matter! he exclaimed; © we may be 
ſurrounded by a world of troubles before 
to-morrow. Our private houſe has been 
plundered, Grodilla murdered, and Cla- 
rinda eſcaped.” 

That villain Gaſpardo is the perpetra- 
tor,” cried Jerome, trembling with anger 
and apprehenſion, © and Alexo, in all pro- 
bability, has betrayed us to the ofiicers of 
Juſtice. Go inſtantly tothe Inquiſition. and 
order ſearch to be made after the criminals. 
Swear that they are heretics and ſorcerers ; 
accuſe them of any thing in my name, and 
all will be believed, and to-night I will de- 
viſe means fora diſcovery of this damnable 
proceeding. Go, De Carros, immediately, 
and obſerve my directions; we ſtand in a 
perilous ſituation. Oh! that we bad mur- 
dered Alexo ourſelves. But go where I 
direct. Farewel; to-morrow you ſhall hear 
further upon the ſubject.“ 

They ſeparated, and Jerome, according 
to cuſtom, went to pay his morning viſit to 
the abbeſs. On entering the convent par- 
lour, he found her engaged in converſation 
with a nun of exquiſite beauty, who was 
in tears. He attempted to withdraw; but 
Biſſare haſtily called him back, and ex- 
claimed, 


— 
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We are not talking ſecrets, father; I 
am only aſſuring this veſtal of my ſincere 
regard for her welfare, and the affectionate 
ſympathy I feel for her ſufferings. She is 
an orphan, without the bleſſings of friends 
or fortune, and has juſt received a letter, 
acquainting her with the death of a diſtin- 

uiſhed perſonage, who has long patronized 
oy and. ſoftened her diſtreſſing ſituation 
with maternal friendſhip.” 

A flood of tears burſt from the lovely 
eyes of the unfortunate ſtranger, as Biſſare 
uitcred this fact. ws: 

Be adviſed, my love,” continued Biſ- 
fare, © to moderate your grief; confider 
me as your mother; your confidence ſhall 
not be abuſed, but, on the contrary, every 
indulgence, that the affection of a parent 
could ſuggeſt, ſhall be granted. A ſtrict 
adherence to the ſeverity of our religious 
duty ſha]l not be enforced, nor ſhall the 
ſolitude of this convent afford you cauſe 
for ſorrow or regret.” 

She rang a bell, and deſired one of the 
nuns to appear. 2 
( 
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Here, Meliffa,” ſaid ſhe in a whiſper, 
„ Tentruſt this fiſter to your care; walk 
with her in the garden, and endeavour to | {| 
perſuade ber that the veil is not ſo terrible M \ 
an aMiQtion as ſhe ſuppoſes.” 5 n 
No ſooner was the door of the parlour I b 
cloſed, than Jerome began to make the 
moſt particular inquiries concerning the 
young veſtal who had left it. 


E 
ee She is beautiful to the higheſt degree,” 


ſaid he, © and more adapted for the brilli- 


ant circles of. faſhion and gaiety, than the 
cloiſters of a convent. The beams of love 
darted from her eyes with ſuch faſcinating 
and luxurious ſweetneſs, that I could (had 
I not been checked by the ſanctity of ray 
profeſſional character) have gloried in be- 
ing the devoted victim of their ſubduing 
charms.” 22 
* Fie,”. ſaid Biſſare, as ſhe took the fa- 
ther by the hand. Can Jerome, the grave 
ſuperior of St. Dominic, the public con- 
feſſor of young and old, the moral lecturer 
of St. Catherine's, the firm ſupporter of our 
eatholic faith, contaminate his ideas with 
the charms of woman, of a being vain, cru- 
el, and inconſtant? Can he, who puniſhes 
with unrelenting ſeverity the advocates 6f 
iniquity, ſtand a conſeſſed victim to an im- 


pure and unholy pafſion?“ N 


“Unholy paſſion!“ he exclaimed, as he 
liſted his eyes to heaven; and is love to be 
denied admiſſion to my heart, by the cold 
and barbarous precepts of my profeſſion? 
Can continence be deemed a virtue, when 
we lament, with unceaſing pain, any re- 
[iraint upon the liberty of our paſſions? 
My religion forbids me not to cheriſh in 
my bam the ſeeds of affection; nor can J. 
by ſecluſion, ſuppreſs the wanderings of 
imagination. - Suppoſe, Biſſare, I ſhonld 
overleap all ideal barriers tomy happineſs, 
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which by vanity and deceit "REN been in- 


-ſtituted and: endured,” may I: not hope for 
ſalvation? Reflect upon it. Is chere no 


holy water that can waſh away my erime ? 
Can no reverend and pious father adminiſ- 
ter to me abſolution?“ ̃ 

Biſſare interrupted him 


Jerome, if we ſet any value upon our 


moral characters, let us drop the ſubject; 
it is of the utmoſt importance; remember 
we are alone.“ 

Well thought of!“ he exclaimed;“ 1 
will follow your advice. But I am in 
trouble, Biſſare: our private houſe is plun- 


| -dered, and Grodilla murdered ; the confe- 


quences of a diſcovery will be dreadful.” 
As they were earneſtly engaged in con- 
ver ſation upon this ſubject, the convent bel 


began tol ling for mid-day: pray erg. Biſſare 


immediately veiled berſelf, and begging Je- 
rome to wait her return from the chapel, 
Jeft him in the parlour alone. 

It was then, for the firſt time, that he 
found the united influence of commiſeration 
and affection triumph over the almoſt irre- 


fiſtible impulſe of his brutal ſenſuality. It 


the beauty of Florella had forced froin him 
thoſe paſſionate exclamations, which, in 
general, are the ſhort-lived offsprings of in- 
temperate deſire, her unfortunate ſituation, 
added to her deep diſtreſs, called forth, up- 
onmature conſideration, the tendereſt fool 
ings of ſympathy and compaſſion: but, un 

willing to ſuffer bis. mind to be the 2 
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of his heart, and wiſhing to diſpel the intel-- 
lectual gloom that ſeemed to threaten him, 
he roſe: haſtily from his ſeat, and, opening 


the book caſe, took down an old ſolio, con- 


taining, amongſt other things, the hiſtory of 
magie, and the ſeeret ſyſtems adopted by 
ſeveral famous ſorcerers in the executien 
of their diabolical purſuits, When Biſſare 
returned from the chapel, Jerome haſtily 
concealed the book under his cloak, and ob- 
ſerved that it treated upon a ſubject expreſs- 
ly prohibited to be made known: — 
J am not unacquainted: with its con- 
tents;” ſhe replied, “and have carefully 
coneealed it from the ſight of any one.“ 
« Well,” ſaid Jerome, I will take it; 
but, on your life, be ſeeret as to its being 
in my poſſeſſion. Fare wel. I am now go- 
ing to the Inquiſition, to eonſult upon de - 
claring, by a publie memorial; tbat Alexo 
and Clarinda are hereties, and deal with 
the devil.“ | 
He left the convent; and as he paſſed 
along a dark avenue (wrapt in his holy 
weeds; and deep in thought), he perceived: 
a man loitering under one of the towers of- 
the priſon gate. As he paſſed him, the 
ſtranger carefully concealed his face, and 
diſappeared. This circumſtance gave him 
ſome uneaſineſs; for no longer enjoying 
that ſtupor of conſcience, which the villany 
of his heart had formerly ſubjeted him to, 
he conſidered the moſt trifſing incidents, 
M 2. | 
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that were at all myſterious, as prophetic 
and ominous. His viſits tothe priory of Sr. 
Catherine's although continued with greater 
caution and reſerve, were productive of 
conſequences the moſt fatal he ever expe- 
rienced. If he wanderedin the gardens of 
the abbey, it was only to meet his adored 
Florella, and declare to her his paſſion; for 
the abbeſs now no longer ſhared his con- 
fidence and affection. He conſide red her 


as the inſurmountable barrier between him 


and the object of his heart. Every day 
added freſh vigour to his increaſing love 
for Florella. His nights were ſleepleſs, his 


days ſpent in ſolitude and tears. Often 


would he determine to ſend her under a 
falſe accuſation to the priſon of the Inqui- 
ſition: but then he exclaimed, in the height 
of anguiſh and deſpair, , 
Can I witneſs ſo much beauty, ſimpli- 
city, and innocence, languiſhing in a cell, 
the ſeat of miſery and diſtreſs? Oh, no! 
But bow fooliſh to ſuffer theſe unceaſing 
pangs, which her beauty has created, to 
prey upon my heart, to waſte my hours in 
ſorrow and reflection, when this ſimple pen 
can make her mine for ever. It muſt, it 
ſhall be done.“ 
He took his pen to write an aceuſation 
againſt her.— A tear dropped upon the pa- 
per —He ſtarted from his chair, and tore 
it to atoms. 
«© Twill think of her no more,” were his 
words, when a rap at the door of his cell 
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ſtartled him with ſurpriſe. A billet was. 
delivered to him by the porter. He read! it 
with attention. It was from Meliſſa. 

The way is clear, and no time is tobe 
loſt,” were the emphatic words it contained. 
He ſought the convent gate with trembling: 
ſteps, and was met in the cloiſters-by Me- 
liſſa, who conducted him from thence to 
the convent parlour. As ſhe opened the 
door, no language can picture his delight 
and aſtoniſhment; when he diſcovered the 
beautiful Florella fitting at a table; and co- 
louring a ſketch which ſhe had drawn for an 
ornament to be placed above the orucifix im 
her cell. It was the hour when our Saviour 
expired upon the croſs, The countenances 
of the jews were pictures of the moſt affect - 
ing terror, and ſo well contraſted with that 
calm, divine, and expreſſive happineſe, 
which illumined the features of the dyi 
martyr, that it ſtruck Jerome inſenſibly with 
aweful admiration. She roſe from lier ſeat 
when he entered, and was about tot retire. 

Why,“ ſaid the friar,“ ſhould Iſuffer 
this blefled opportunity to eſcape? I will 
declare my paſſion, and the alternative, if 
ſhe dHregards my entreaties.” 

He ſtepped afier her, and detained her.: 
She ſhrieked aloud. 

„Repeat that again; cried the agitated 
monk, and a dungeon in the Inquiſition 
will be your fate. — Mark me, Florella, to 
uifle with a man 1 the influence of his 
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paſſions, is but to fool away your liberty 


probably your life. You have repreſented 


me to the abbeſs in no favourable light. 
You muſt recollect that I have often ſaid, 
I loved you. An opportunity ſo favourable 
as the preſent for retaliation, and the con- 
ſummation of my wiſhes, muſt not be loſt. 
Is it poſſihle for you to reſiſt the affectionate 
embraces of a man, whoſe life ſhall be de- 
yoted to your happineſs ?—Tell me that 
you love me, look upon me as your ſincere 
and affectionate friend, and think not, in 
the zeal for order and continence, that an 
exiſtence, languiſhing in the deluſive dreams 
of pleaſure, is preferable to realizing each 
delightful anticipation of the mind.. - 

& Villain!” ſhe exclaimed, © is it thus 
that you dare profane the aſylum of our 


holy ſiſterhood, by the abandoned admoni- 


tions of a libertine? If you are deſtitute of 
that purity of mind, ſo requiſite for a con- 
feſſor of our order, you become an enemy 
to the faith, you violate the ſanity of this 
convent by your preſence, and deſerve thoſe 


. puniſhments, ſo often infficted by yourſelf 


on the innocent victims of your malice.” 
She ſtruggled violently, and diſengaged 
herſelf from his graſp. Her animated re- 
monſtrance ſtruck bim ſo forcibly with the 
enormity of his conduR, that he gazed up- 
on the tears which flowed over her lovely 
cheeks, with horror and remorſe. 
What have I ſaid!” he exclaimed, ap- 
parently wild with confuſion' and diſtreſs. 
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„ What have I done! It was the incohe- 


rent language of a heart devoted to the 


confliting paſſions of love and fierce deſire. 


5 me, and pity my intemperate con- 
vct IJ 

Unmindful of his penitence, every mo- 
ment ſeemed to deprive her of a portion of 
that ſtrength of mind, neceſſary to ſupport 
and relieve her from meh 2 dangerous 
fituation ; and as he was about to approach 
her again, ſhe drew a miniature from her 
boſom, and, holding it betore his eyes, ex- 
claimed, 

<« This is the picture of my mother: ſhe 
was the innocent victim of cruel villany 
and infamous depravity ; and that her of- 
fended ſpirit may not riſe from the grave, 
to warn me of my fate, and chide me for 


not reſiſting, to the utmoſt of my power, 


the fatal progreſs of an unſated and diſho- 
nourable paſſion, thus I rcvenge the inſult, 
thus I prevent the effects of y our premedi- 
tated outrage upon my perſon.” 

She inſtantly drew a dagger from beneath 
her veſt, and plunged it in his boſom. 

The friar fell; and, as he lay bleeding 
upon the ground, ſne exclaimed, 

« Oh God! what have I done?” 

Fly,“ ſaid the friar, ** fly inſtantly from 
the vengeance of Biſſare; you have not hurt 
me. 22 

Quitting the parlour, ſne ran wildly 
through the cloiſters, until ſhe arrived at 
the great gate of the convent; it was jul 
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opening, to admit a penſioner. She ruſned 


into the ſtreet, but not unobſerved by tho 


portreſs. The event was immediately made 
knownto Meliſſa, who diſpatched a boarder 
after her, with inſtructions how to act, 1 
ſhe overtook her. In the mean time the ab- 
beſs had entered the parlour, and found: 
the friar bleeding on the floor. 

She approached him, and, examining bis 
wound; found rhe poniard: had not penetra- 
ted far enough to cauſe any ſerious conſe- 
quences, and that his fear only overpower- 
ed his ſenſes. When he bad in ſome mea- 
ſure, recovered from his fright, ſhe was 
about to put ſeveral queſtions to him; re- 


ſpecting his ſituation; but the monk, Who 
could not diſſemble his fear and eonfu fich . 


inſtantly ruſhed from the room, and diſap- 
peared. At that inſtant Meliſſa entered the 
parlour, with the intelligence that ſiſter 
Florella had fled from the convent; and no 
one knew of her retreat. Biſſare immedi- 
ately recollected the great attention Jerome 
uſually paid to that nun, and the rapturous 
expreſſions be made uſe of when he firſt! 
ſaw her. Theſe eireumſtanees left no doubt 
in the abbeſs's mind, but that Florella was 
the perpetratbr of the deed; to avoid, as ſhe 
juſtly ſuſpected, the violent and debauehed 
purpoſes of the friar. 

When Jerome gained his cell, it is im- 


poſſible to deſcribe the ſituation of his mind. 


It was not occafioned by the wound he had 
received from the hand of Florella. It was 
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not the reflection, that he had baſely endea- 
voured to plunge into miſery, and to ſully 
with infamy, an innocent and friendleſs 
child. It was not becauſe he had fixt a curſe 
upon his ſoul, by diſregarding, with pre- 
ſumptuous and blaſphemous arrogance, the 
principles of his holy profeflion, and the 
vengeance of his God. No; it was the 
picture, the fatal picture, which Florella 
drew from her boſom, that ſtung him with 


the conſciouſneſs of his guilt, and almoſt 


hurried. him to diſtraction. He knew 1t 
well; he knew it to be the image of his 
once beloved St. Anna ; of her, on whom he 
had laviſhed wealth, and affection bordering 
upon adoration, until the birth of an unfor- 
tunate child; when he diſplayed the dawn- 
ing principles of injuſtice and inhumanity, 
and became her inveterate perſecutor ; ſup- 
poſing by that means to ſecure himſelf 
from the imputation of a ſeducer. From 
the hourin which he abandoned her to the 
inhoſpitable world, no tidings reſpeQing 
her fate had ever reached him. The myſ- 
tery ſeemed explained. The tone in which 
Florella lamented the fate of her mother, 
and the picture of St. Anna being in her 
poſſeſſion, convinced him that ſhe was the 
offspring of them both. Haraſſed and tor- 
mented with the horrors of reflection, he 
about midnight left his cell, and proceeded 
to the convent of St. Catherine's. He there 
demanded to ſee the abbeſs. She had re- 
tired .to reſt, but was called from her cell, 
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and met him in the parlour. , Graſping 
her by the hand, he exclaimed, 

Jam come, Biſſare, to beg you will 
arcompany me to the vault under our cha- 
pel, where the bodies of heretics deſtroyed 
by the Holy Inquifition moulder imo duſt; 


for I have met with circumſtances of late, 


ſo ſtrange and horrible, that the power of 
ſupernatural beings onlycamelucidatethem: 
Indeed, my mind is now the ſeat of the moſt 
diſtreſing and bitter reflections; lay aſide 
thoſe ridienlous fears, which the generality 
of your ſex are ever prone to indulge, when 
the dead are in queſtion, and go with me; 
for the bones of the criminals, neceſſary to 
aid the ſpells of Gordezmondeto, the ma- 

gieian, muſt be collected by a woman.“ 
„ Gracions Heaven!” ſaid the abbeſs, 


© T never can conſent to ſueh a propoſal.— 
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lour wounded,” —— ; 


But, father, when I found you in the par- 


% Peace!” cried: Jerome, interrupting 
her ;-< accompany me, or expect the fatal 


conſequences of a refuſal.” 


He'drew'a dagger from his boſom, and; | 


taking a lamp that was burning upon the 
table, with angry looks commanded Biſſare 
to follow him. | | 


They retired through a ſubterraneovs- 
paſs to the chapel ; and as they deſcended: 


the ſtairs that led into the vault where the 


| heretics: were buried, the ſound of voices 


cchocd/along the cavern. | 
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« Liſt!” ſaid Jerome; * did-I not hear 

ſomething like the ſound of human voices?” 

Fhe abbeſs ſpoke not; and they remained 

in perfect ſilenee at the foot of the ſtairs for 

ſome time: at length the light of a torch 

en upon the rough walls of the paſ- 
age 

Follow me, he eried; We will ſoon 
penetrate through this myſtery.” 

They reaſcended the ſtairs, and, ſeererivh 
themſelves behind a large pillar, near the 
ſpot, in a few minutes obſerved a man, 
habited as a ſervant to the Inquiſition, 
aſcend from the vault, bearing a torch and 
a ſpade, and who was followed by a lady 
in the habit of a nun without a veil. 

Away, au ay,“ ſaid the friar to the ab- 
beſs, and leave me to queſtion this fellow 
concerning his priſoner. | 

Biſſare (diſappeared; and Jerome ad- 
vanced towards the aiſle through which the 
ſtrangers were paſſing, and exclaimed, 

Who are they, that dare io intrude 
themſelves into this holy ſanctuary at ſo 
unſeaſonable an hour?“ 

The man turned round, and, with ap- 
parent ſervility and fear, approached the 
friar, who diſcovered him to be the aſſiſtant 
gravedigger of the Inquiſnion, in bis work- 
ing dreſs. 

Father, he replied, * as I was-digging 
2 grave in yon vault for poor Lucas, the 
torturer (who, with the Virgin's aſſiſtance, 
is gone to beaven,) this unhappy lady's 
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cries pierced me to the very ſoul. She was 
ia a moſt. dreadful dungeon, without either 
lamp or victuals. Who ſhe is, or what ſhe 
is, I know not; but I dare ay ſhe will rea- 
dily tell you her hiſtory.” 

He delivered the lady up to Jerome, and 
returned, whiſtling, to his occupation. 


Biffare did not immediately quit the eba- 


pel, but remained near the ſpot, to ſatisfy 
her curiofiy. It was impoſſible for ber to 
diſcern who the ſtranger was, from the 
darkneſs of the aiſles; but ſhe gueſſed it 
to be Amantha. She followed them up 
the chapel, until they diſappeared through 
a ſmall niche in the wall, which, on ſeareh- 
ing, ſhe found was the entrance to a paſſage 
which, ſhe concluded, led to che n. N 
of St. Donnie. 

As ſhe retired from the chapel, a man, 
ſmothered in his cloak, paſſed haſtily by 
her; but turning ſuddenly about, he fol- 
lowed her down the avenue, and called 
her by name. As his voice echoed along 
the vaulted paſſage ſhe was purſuing, ſhe 
quickencd her pace; but the ſtranger con- 
tinued to follow her, and at laſt he ex- 
claimed, as ſhe was about to quit the cha- 
pe], 

* Po you fly from De Carros, Ziſſare d 

She inſtantiy opt, and, ſurveying his 
fgure as he approached, 

Come preſenily to my cell,” ſaid ſhe, 
in a kind of whiſper; © I have matters of 
great importance to communicate to you; 
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but do not follow me.” Jerome convey ed 
the lady to his apartments in the Inquiſi- 
tion, and inquired with anxious ſolicitude, 
* ſhe was, and the cauſe of her con- 
finement. 

© Alas!” ſaid ſhe, I know I am ſadly 
altered; but have you ſo ſoon forgotten the 
devoted victim of your unjuſt prejudices ? 
have you no recollection of the perſon whom 
you intended to facrifice in the chapel of 
St. Dominic, but was prevented by a monk 
of your own order ?” 

He ftarted, with confuſion and ſurpriſe; 
and that mind, formerly ſo bold and active 
in the execution of villanous projects, be- 
came, in an inſtant, the prey of ſorrow and 
remorſe. 

He conjured her to relate the hiſtory of 
her adventures fince ſhe fled from her pri- 
ion in the convent of St. Catherine's. 

e did not,” ſhe replied, © leave my cell 
roluntarily, but one night was forcibly car- 
ried by De Carros and the abbeſs to the 
dungeon where the gravedigger found me, 
purpoſely, as I ſuppoſe, to bring me for- 
ward as a living inſtance of your cruelty,if 
ever yon became the enemy of De Carros, 
have ſubſiſted almoſt entirely upon bread 
and bad wine; and the treatment I have 
received, from both, horrid in the extreme. 
That vault was their place of rendezvous 
lor conſultation; and I have, during my 
configement, overheard ſeveral ſecret con- 
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verſations between De Carros and Biſſare; 


but the laſt particularly ſtruck me with 


horror. It was a plan to murder you in a 
few days; and, if they ſucceeded, L was then 
to be inſtantly ſacrificed.” 

At the concluſion of her narrative, his 

. eyes flaſhed with indignant wrath; and, 
ſtarting from his ſeat, he exclaimed, 

ts Amantha, the crime which I acenſed 

you of, in the chapel of our convent, was 
only a pretext for the real motives which 
induced me to conduct you there. The 
profligate Biflare, when your father quitted 
the capital, received from him a large ſum 
of money for your ſupport in the convent, 
during his abſence ;' but if you did not ſur- 

vive his return, be gave the premium to 
the order. To obtain this, ſhe determined 
upon your death; and, bribing me with 

half the ſum, engaged me to perform V 
horrid deed. 

* Thanks to my God! you are live: = 
De Carros is a villain, a perfidious villain ; 
both he and Biſſare ſhall experience, too 
ſoon, the effect of my revenge.“ 

He ſupplied the unfortunate Amantha 
with neceſſary refreſhments, and medicines 
requiſite for her recovery, together with 
linen and female attendance, and the next 
day gave her the liberty to enter again the 
convent of St. Catherine's. 

De Carros went, after leaving Biſſare at 

the chapel door, to carry his priſoner herdai- 
ly food. He found the gravedigger at work, 
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and returned, without proceeding to the 
dungeon. N l N 
When he arrived at the cell of Biſſare, 
according to her injunction in the chapel, 
My God! De Carros,“ ſhe exclaimed, 
ce laſt night I accompanied Jerome, by force, 
to the dungeon where the heretics are bu- 
ried, to collect ingredients for a charm,” — 
«© A charm!! | 
<« TLiſten!——l trembled for the conſe- 
quences, knowing that Amantha was con- 
fined at the extremity of the vault. I 
heſitated to proceed. He menaced me 
with death. At that inſtant a ſtrong light 
flaſhed at intervals, upon the broken walls 


of the paſſage: The ſound of voices ſuc- 


ceeded. I had nearly ſunk upon the ground 
with terror. He hurled me from the vault, 
and deſired me to leave him. I did ſo; 
but ſecreted myſelf in the aiſle, and ob- 
ſerved him take a female by the hand, who 
aſcended from the vault in company with 
a gravedigger. I approached nearer to- 
wards them; ſhe at that momentaccidentally 
turned her head, and by the glimmering 
of the torch I diſcovered the features of 
Amantha.” | 

„Hell and fury! How often have 1 
urged the propriety and neceſſity of diſ- 
patching her! What is to be done? We 
are loſt for ever!” | 

Not fo,” replied Biſſare: © letus com- 
plete our intention of murdering him to 
night.” N 2 
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It cannot be effected.“ e 
Biſſare's eyes flaſhed with contempt and 
indignation, as ſhe exclaimed, Do you 
heſitate to perpetrate a deed that is abſo- 
lutely neceſſary to be done for the ſalvation 
of us both? You, or Jerome, muſt fall; 
inevitable deſtruction awaits one of you.” 
Meet me to night in the ſolitudes of 
the garden, and we will conſider of it.“ 
Delay it not, upon your life,” ſhe cried, 
with impetuons anger. Recolle the au- 
thority of an Inquiſitor ; recolle the tem- 
per of Jerome. Amantha has by this time 
diſcovered enough to condemn us to the 
rack. Jo night, at the hour of twelve, ex- 
pet me at your cell. I will give three 
diſtinct raps at the door. The dagger I 
ſhall provide for the purpoſe will not be 
ſtained with blood for the firſt time; and 
if your courage is unequal to ſo mighty a 
taſk, I will doit. Abſolution waſhes away 
every ſtain from the ſoul. Farewel.” 
„ But a moment, Biflare,” ſaid De Car- 
ros, ſtop, and hear what I have to ſay.” 
The abbeſs left him with great precipi- 
tation, and the monk returned to his cell 
in deep refſection. He retired early to reſt, 
under pretenes of ſickneſs; and, as he lay 
muſing upon his couch; he heard the clock 
ſtrike eleven. 
„One hour more,” he cried, “ and the 
ſoul of the abandoned Jerome will ſtand be- 
fore its God, crinſoned with the blood of 
innocence, and ſhrouded in the moſt pro- 
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fligate and deteſtable erimes. It will be 
plunged“ 

A loud rap at the a of his cell diſ- 
turbed his ſoliloquy. 

« Whois there?” he cried, riſing from 
his bed. | 

Father Ambroſe,F ſaid a voice, © with 
a meſſage from Jerome, wholies ill in bed, 
and wiſhes to commune with you.” 

He drew back the bolts of the door, to 
admit the pretended Ambroſe, and was im- 
mediately ſeized by four men in maſks, 
who, ruſhing into the room, wrapped him 
in a long black cloak, and carried him im- 
mediately to the priſon of the Inquiſition. 

The hour of twelve approached; and 
Biflare, after having armed herſelf with a 
poniard, left her cell, and proceeded, with- 
out delay, to find De Carros. She entercd 
the monaſtery through the private docr- 
way in the garden. Having determined in 
her own mind to have Jerome murdered 
that night, and fearful De Carros might 
urge the propriety of delay, ſhe remained 
in the cloiſters until the clock ſtruck the 
fatal hour appointed for the purpoſe, when 
ſhe immediately haſtened to his cell, and 
rapped three times diſtinaly at the door. 

Who is there?” exclaimed a voice 
within. 

She ſpoke not, but repeated the fignal. 
— The door opened half ways: and cluled 


again. 
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De Carros,” ſhe exclaimed, ** it is Biſ- 
fare; the clock has ſtruck twelve.” 

Immediately two men ruſhed from the 
cell, and ſeizing the abbeſs, regardleſs of 
her cries and entreaties, hurried her into a 
dungeon, beneath the chapel. 

She lay for ſome time ſenſeleſs on the 
ground ; but, rouſed by the grating of the 
heavy bolts without the door, ſhe looked 
up and beheld Jerome in his inquiſitorial 
robes, ſtanding before her. By his counte- 
nance ſhe obſerved that the ſevereſt pangs 
of horror and revenge were maſter of his 


heart. 


« Riſe, fiend of hell!” he exclaimed, 
*« and follow me.” 

He conducted her through ſcveral wind- 
ing paſſages to an outlet into the garden, 
and from. thence to a coach that was walt- 
ing for them at a wicket. It drove furiouſly 
to the Inquiſition. She paſſed through the 
gloomy courts of this terrible priſon, not 
without feeling the dreadful horror of her 
ſituation. Tapers, placed here and there, 
1lumined, with their ſepulchral rays, the 
dark and unſhapen walls of the paſſages 
ſhe paſſed through; and until ſhe -entered 
a room, the tapeſtry of which was ſtained 
with ſpots of blood, ſhe knew not whither 
ſhe was going. The tribunal covered with 
red, the various modes and inſtruments of 
torture that were diſplayed inneedle work 
upon the canvaſs, the gloomy and ſavage 
OE of her conduQor, ſufficiently 
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convinced her of Jerome's intention. She 
ſunk upon the floor in deſpair. A ſudden 
noiſe at a ſmall door, which apparently led 
into a cloſet, cauſed her to rife from the 
ground, and ſhe obſerved her guard ex- 
tinguiſhing the ſmall tapers that flamed in 
different parts of the apartment. Immedi- 
ately afterwards, Jerome entered the room, 
attended by two other Inquifttors, and a 
man bearing a lamp. Some few minutes 
aiter they had appeared, De Carros entered 
the apartment, conducted by two torturers, 
and heavily ironed. 

An aweful filence prevailed. The cnl- 
prits looked on each other with ſigns of 
guilt and terror. Jerome ordered a torturer 
to advance. Dy 

Strike upon that bell,” he cried, point- 
ing to one that ſtood upon the ground near 
him. | 

At the ſound, a ſmall door on the right 
hand fide of the tribunal. opened, and 
Amantha entered the room, clothed in the 
habit which ſhe wore during her confine- 
ment in the dungeon. 

“Look upon her, De Carros,” ſaid Je- 
rome. © Look upon her. Is ſhe not Aman- 
tha? 'Wretch! is ſhe not a vidtim of your 
unpardonable villany ? Have you any thing 
to ſay, that will controvert the fact?“ 
There is a man, whoſe name is Ale xo“ 

Speak not of him,” cried Jerome, as 
he ſtarted from his chair. Speak not of 
a man, whoſe heretical opinions condemn 
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him to fly from the vengeance of this holy 
tribunal, this ſacred inſtitution, this divine 
inſtrument of puniſhinent ; but bring for- 
ward thoſe who reverence our religion and 
authority.—A mantha, behold your barba- 
rous perſecutor at the bar of juſtice. Be- 
hold him expiate his crime with death.” 

The torturer preſented him with a ſmall 
goblet. | | 

„Drink,“ continued Jerome, © to the 
ſalvation of your perjured ſoul. Be quick.“ 

He hefitated, and was about to ſpeak; 
When a ruffian immediately ſtruck him a 
violent blow on the breaſt, and pointed to 
the goblet. | 

« Is there ſo, much to fear, De Carros, 
that you thus remain, trembling upon the 
brink of eternity? Weep not, hypocrite; 
but take the draught: time is ſwift of foot. 
Drink it, I ſay.” 

A ſudden boldneſs of ſpirit ſeized the 
_ unfortunate man, and he ſwallowed the 
fatal draught; which, within the ſpace of 
a few minutes, threw him into convulfions, 
and cauſed him to expire in the greateſt 
agonies. * 

As his body lay upon the ground, Je- 
rome addreſſed himſelf to Biſſare. 

Lou are implicated inthe crime which 
doomed De Carros to ſuffer the puniſnment 
of death; but, for private reaſons, I reſign 
you to theſe my ſuperiors; their judgment 
will be the guide of mine, as to the puniſh- 
ment you deſerve.“ 
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He immediately quitted the room with 
Amantha, leaving Biſlare to the*mercy of 
his brother Inquiſitors. 

No examination of evidence, to ſupport 
the charge alleged againſt her by Jerome, 
took place; no attention was paid to the 
defence ſhe made before them: but the 
judges of the moſt holy and divine tribunal 
immediately condemned her to be ſtarved 
to death in a dungeon, where the body of 
De Carros was alſo ordered to be buried. 
The ſentence was to be put in execution 
that night; but no one knew of the pomiard 
Biſſare had armed herſelf with, to diſpatch 
Jerome; and, before ſhe left the tribunal, 
raiſing her eyes to heaven, ſhe muttered an 
incoherent paſſage from a book which ſhe 
held in her hand, and, plunging'the dag- 
ger in her boſom, ſunk at the feet of the 
Inquiſitors. 

Jerome entered the apartment, as ſhe 
was expiring. When he approached her, 
ſhe uttered a faint ſhriek, and taking, with 
much difficulty, a paper from her boſom, 
delivered it to the man who was raiſing her 
from the ground. Jerome inſtantly ſnatched 
it from his hand, and tore it into a thouſand 
pieces. 

* The dead,” he cried, © can ſpeak ill 
of no one. Convey the body to the bury- 
ing ground, and inter it before day-light 
appears.” 

The Inquiſitors were thunderſtruck with 
his conduct; but, to queſtion a brother's 
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right of uſurpation, would have diſſolved 
that union of ſentiment, ſo neceſſary to be 
reſpected amongſt men, when villainy is 
encouraged by them, in all its helliſh and 
horrible deſigns: they therefore ſeparated 
with great cordiality, and Jerome returned 
to his convent, apparently fully ſatisfied 
with his conduct. Although the matin bell 
was tolling as he entered his cell, he imme- 
diately retired to reſt— The murdered Biſ- 
ſare ſtood before him in his dreams, and 
the ghaſtly ſpectre of De Carros pointed to 
the Jaws of hell, which ſeemed ready tore - 
ceive him. He took abſolution in the 
morning, and then felt himſelf at liberty to 
continue his profeſſional hypocriſies with as 
-much zeal as he had done previous to that 
ſummary mode of freeing himſelf from guilt 


' CHAPTER VIII. 


« 'Tis policy and ſtratagem muſt do 
What you affect; and ſo muſt you reſolve : 
That what you cannot, as you would, atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
2 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


IN the firſt Chapter of this work men- 
tion has been made of the inmiation of 
Alexo into the monaſtery of St. Dominic. 
After that ceremony was performed, the 
perfidions Roderigo retired to a caſtle in 


his poſſeſſion, and which was ſituated in 
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New Caſtile. A cavalier, apparently of 
diſtinction, was ſoon after received into his, 
family; but no perſon in the houſehold, 
except Roderigo, knew any thing concern- 
ing him, or the object of his viſit. He ge- 
nerally devoted his evenings to contempla- 
tion in the ſolitudes of the gardens which 
belonged to the caſtle, or in ſome filent 
walks that were contiguous to a ruinous 
chapel, at no great diſtance from-the walls 
of the edifice. He played exquiſitely upon 
the flute, and was a poet. The following 
Ode was written by him, as he ſat ſequeſ- 
tered in thoſe gloomy ſolitudes, muſing 
upon paſt events. 7-485} 8 
ODE 
TO CON TEMPLATION.. 


NOW ev'ning dim appears—that much-lov'd hour 
Of ſweet tranquillity and rural eaſe: 
When far afield is heard _ 


The ploughman's ſimple ſong ; 


And from the bean-field fings the lab'ring bee, 
Warn'd homeward by the coming ſhades of night, 

And dews that gently fall 

On ev'ry drooping flow'r. 
With Contemplation let me ſeek to dwell, 
In wild romantic vale, or ruin dark, 

Where the ſwift-circling bat 

Flits in the twilight way. 
And oft, in ſheep-cote near, the pleaſing ſound 
Of warning bell is heard; as Philomel, 

In Echo's mournful haunts, 

Sings her ſad tale of woe. 


Or if by mufing mem'ry fondly led 
To poor Matilda's turf of fading flowers, 
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Meet me in holy guiſe, 
O, Maid! rever'd by thoſe 18 
Who love to ſhed affection's hallow'd tears, 
Unmark'd at night, when through the fleecy clouds, 
That veil her azure ſphere, | 
The wan moon dimly {hines. 


But when drear Winter ſaddens all the plain, 
And by the cheerful fire, at cloſe of day, 
I hear the bleak winds mourn, 
Around my reed-thatcht hut; 


The muſe my lonely hours ſhall oft beguile: 
And chou, ſweet Maid, the willing mind ſhalt ſtore 
With pity, meek content, 


And friendſhip's ſacred law, 

As night appears, big with the wintry ſtorm, 

Then {ball the glimm'ring lamp, with cheering ray, 
Beam o'er the neighb'ring plain, 
Or mountain's lonely fide: 

For oft poor travellers benighted ftray, 

Wide of the village path, at that dark hour, 


When not a watch dog barks, 
Or diſtant theep bell ſounds, 


Or, ling'ring onward, fear the chaſm's depth, 
Conceal'd by dritted ſnow ; as the cold blaſt 

Howls through the leafleſs thorn, 

And windings of the ſteep. 
One evening, as he was returning to ihe 
caltle from his ſolitary retirement, a girl, 
apparently the daughter of a cottager, de- 
Iivered him a billet, which contained the 
following myſterious admonition. 

Put no confidence in Roderigo's friend- 
ſhip: be is a villain. If you watch in the 
gallery of the great hall when the clock 
ſirikes two, ſomething may probably hap- 


pen, to confirm my aſſertion.” 


He ordered a fire that night to be lighted 
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in his chamber, and retired early to reſt. 


His books alone afforded him amuſement 
until midnight, when he laid down upon 
his couch, and fell into a light ſleep. The 
clock was ſtriking two as he awoke. He 
armed himſelf with a dagger, and proceeded 
to the gallery that looked into the great 
hall. A ſolemn ſtillneſs reigned in every 
part of the caſtle. As he deſcended into 
the ball, the glimmering of a light at the 
upper end of the gallery revived his hopes 

of diſcovering ſomething of importance. 
The light continued to approach. He 
cautiouſly aſcended the ſtairs, and diſco- 
vered old Dorinda, the houfekeeper, enter 
the myſterious chamber wih a baſket upon 
her left arm, and which was apparently filled 
with proviſions. His curioſity prompted 
him to follow her; for, as no perſon but 
Roderigo and the confeſſor were ever per- 
mitted to enter that room, he felt an unuſual 
degree of anxiety to diſcover the ſecret of 
the chamber. He liſtened at the door, 
which was left ajar; and concluded, from 
the ſtillneſs which prevailed in the chamy 
ber, that he might enter it with ſafety. He 
gradually opened the door, and by the faint 
light of the morning, which ſhone through 
the window, he perceived the floorin many 
places crimſoned with blood, and that the 
bed curtains and furniture, although fallen 
into total decay, exhibited the ſame marks 
of cruel villanuy. The ſecret was now diſ- 
0 covered 
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covered. The ſcene before him ſufficiently 
proved how far it would be prudent in him 
to remain a domeſtic of a caſtle, the retreat 
uf murderous adyenturers, and which, in 
all probability, would one day become his 
grave. He was about to quit the room, 
when a beam of light darted through a 
crevice in a door at the upper end. He 
daringly approached, and, opening it, found 
itledinto a ſmall paſſage, which communi— 
cated' with one of the ſtrong towers that 
were built for the protection of the caſtle. 
Incautious in his inquiries, he ventured into | 
the paſſage, and had nearly been diſcovered 
by Dorinda, whom he aceidentally obſerved (| ! 
at the extremity; faſtening a ſtrong iron! 
door. As ſhe held her lamp up, to obſerve 
whether ſhe had ſecured it effectually, he 
inddenly quitted the apartment, and, reach- 
ing his chamber in ſafety, ſat down upon || © 
his couch, overpowered with horror, and L 
the tormenting pangs of reflection. Rode- 2 
rigo's character he hed, ſince his reſidence 
in the caſtle, found out by his domeſtics 5 
not to be of the firſt conſequence in the h 
eſtimation of mankind; the dreadful ap- b 
peararce of the chamber now confirmed |} la 
his ſuſpicions, de 
« But the baſket, which old Dorinda |} fit 
carried, could not,” he exclaimed, © con- im 
tain any thing for the ſervice of the dead.” || no 
Hie paced the room in wild diſorder, his ne 
mind haraſſed with the ſtrange and unac- 
countable adventurehe had met with, until 
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the broad day light illumed the neigbour- 
ing promontories round the caſtle. He re- 
tired to refl, and roſe late in the day. Suſ- 
pecting him ta be indiſpoſed, Roderigo 
viſited him in his chamber; but his mind 
was too deeply affected with the circum- 
ſtances he had met with, to engage in con- 
verſation with a man, whom he ſuſpected 


to be the villanous promoter of murder and 
oppreſſion. | | 


He reſolved, aſter fome deliberation, to 
force from Dorinda, the ſecret of the tower; 
and, as the clock ſtruck twelve, he ex- 
claimed, 1 - 1 

« Two hours more muſt paſs, and I will 
then, at the hazard of my lite, diſcover the 
truth of my ſuſpicions.” ST Os 

A voice at that inſtant cried out, 

© Beware!” = 1 N 

He ſtarted from his ſeat, and, ſeizing a 
dagger which he had unſheathed, and laid 
upon the table, looked fearfully around the 
apartment; it was gloomy, and free from 
any being but himſelf. The peaſants of the 
neighbouring village had frequently told 
him that ſpirits had been ſeen in the caſtle, 
by Conrad, the porter, who uſually took 
laudanum, to prevent thoſe dreadful wan- 
derers of the night from terrifying him into 
fits. His credulity, like poor Conrad's, al- 
moſt gut the better of phil oſophy; for ever 
noiſe increaſed the alarm which had at rtl 


nearly overpowered him; and the cheerful | 
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blaze of a good fire alone kept him from 
finking into a ſtate of melancholy horror. 
The clock at length ſtruck two; when, re- 
gardleſs of the ſupernatural warning he had 
heard, he extinguiſhed his lamp, and pro- 
ceeded io the great gallery, as before. The 
tranquil light of the mormng, which, the 
preceding night, illumined, as if by deſign, 
the gloomy chamber of iniquity, was now 
obſcured by clouds, dark and big with 
ſtorms. He waited for the old houſekeeper 
a full hour in the gallery ; but every thing 
continued buried in the ſame death-like 
ſtillneſs. He ſtationed himſelf oppoſite the 
door of the myſterious chamber; but no 
found whatever diſturbed his reflections.— 
A violent ſtorm ſoon after broke over the 
battlements of the caſtle. It ſhattered the 
ſummit of the north tower. The falling of 
the fragments awoke Roder'go, whoſleptin 
an adjoining chamber; and, ere the cavalier 
could poſſibly reach his apartment, he was 
met by the villain, who was dreſſed in his 
night gown, and carried in his right hand a 
naked ſword. He held his lamp up, as he 
approached the cavalier, and exclaimed, 

% How now! Does this aweful thunder 
appal your ſpirits as well as mine? J have 
not reſted well theſe three nights. Have 
you been with, the confeſſor? If not return 
-with me to him; he will be of ſervice to 
us.“ 


He ſtarted, as if ſuddenly recollecting 
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ſome important circumſtance; and, turn- 


ing to the cavalier with a yawning ſmile, 


J have not,” ſaid he, *© recovered a 
jovial carouſal, which I had about three 
days ago with a traveller who ſtopt at the 
caſtle, and muſt have my ſleep up; the 
ſtorm may continue, if it pleaſe the ! © Bru 
of it. I make no doubt you have often felt 


the dreadful ſenſations which naturally af- 


fc& a nervous man, rouſed from ſlumber 
by a thunder ſtorm, and the conſequent 
languid depreſſions that follow his reco- 
very. I am ill at this moment with them, 
- muſt wth you a good nigbt. ? 

'The.firſt impreſſions of terror, which 
{cized the cavalier, when he ſaw Roderigo, 
had now ſubſided; but, fearful his continu- 
ing long in the gallery might lead to ſome 
ſuſpicion, he parted with him at-the door of 
his chamber. The pecuhar language of 
Roderigo, his method of addreſs, — ap- 
pearance, awakened in the boſom of his 
gueſt the ſure conviction of his guilt. The 
proſpect of an eſcape began now to occupy 
his attention. His ſuſpicions were too well 
founded, of Roderigo's having ſet ſpies to 
watch his conduc; for he never left the 
caſtle without obſerving ſome one of the 
houſchold following him; and to effe& his 
eſcape, without the knowledge of Roderigo, . 
he thougbtalmoſt impoſſible. One night, 
however, made deſperate by bis reflections, 
be left his * with the poſitive in- 
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tention of murdering old Conrad, the por- 
ter, as the only means of gaining bis liberty. 
As he paſſed along the gallery, the door of 
the myſterious chamber, he obſerved, was 
open as beſore. Regardleſs of the ſudden 
trembling which inſtantly ſeized him, he 
entered the apartment, and, finding his way 
to the iron door, he deſcendeda rough ſtone 
ſtair caſe into a paſſage, which he traverſed - 
with great dread and difficulty; until he 
obſerved ſome. perſon before him, with a 
lamp. It was old Dorinda. He caretully 
obſerved her conduct; and, when ſhe had 
gained the extremity of the paſſage, he ſaw, 
as ſhe placed her baſket on the ground, that 
it contained a {mall wine flaſk, a loaf of 
bread, and ſome fruit. She aſcendeda few 
ſteps, and unlocked a ſmall door; and, as 
ſhe threw it wide open, he diſcovered, dur- 
ing the time ſhe deſcended for her baſket, 
a female figure, with her eyes fixed upon 
- the pages of a ſmall book, which ſhe held 
in her hand. The old beldam cloſed the 
door, when ſhe entered the apartment; and 
he then approached near enough to hear 
his name mentioned, with a deep and af- 
fectionate ſigh. Maddened with ſurpriſe 
and horror, he, in the firſt moments of his 
agitation, was about to ruſh into the apart- 
ment; when the door creaked upon its 
hinges, and Dorinda re- appeared. He fled 
ſwiftly from the ſpot, and, ſecreting himſelf 
in an aperture of the wall, heard her mut- 
ter, as ſhe paſſed by bim, 
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© Love, indeed! the devil fetch me, if 
ſhe ſhall ever ſee him, without it ſerves my 
purpoſe tdo.” : 

In a few minutes the paſſage was in total 
darkneſs. He found his way to the cell, 
and rapped at the door. 1 

« Whois there?” exclaimed ſome per- 
ſon, with a feeble voice. 

He was unable to reply. There was 
ſomething in the tone of it, that reminded 
him of his loſt and beloved Cleanthe. He 
waited a few minutes, and rapped again, 

„ Cleanthe!” 8 am oder 4 bo, 

A loud ſhriek pierced him to the very 
ſoul. -A dreadful pauſe of ſome moments 
enſued. He liſtened at the door, and heard 
ſome one burſt into tears. 

„ cannot,” ſaid he. © poſſibly enter 
your priſon; but tell me who thou art, and 
Juſtice ſhall force the cauſe of your con- 
finement to be explained by the maſter of 
this abominable haunt of villany.” 

« Am Ideceived,” ſhereplied, © if I call 
upon my affectionate, my long loſt love, 
Bertram, to commiſerate, and endeavour to 
relieve, the barbarous treatment his Clean- 
the endures in this horrid priſon ?” 

e Almighty God! Tt cannot be. Is it 
poſhble that my Cleanthe lives?“ Lhe 

« It is. It is, my Bertram!” ſhe exclaim- 
ed, with the wildeſt cries of horror. 

He liſtened at the door. —A groan only, 
at intervals, diſturbed the folemn ſilence of 
her priſon. Suſpecting ſhe had fainted, he 
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ran, raging with deſpair, up the paſſage, 
uttering the loudeſt imprecations againſt 
Roderigo, and praying for the interference 
of God. — A light ſhone upon the diſtant 
walls. of the place. 


They are coming, he eried, * he 


daſhed himſelf againſt the door of che pri- 
ſon; © they are coming, to drag me from 
my love: Cleanthe, your. barbarous perſe- 
cut6rs approach. I ſhall meet death, as the 
angel of eternal happineſs, if you do not 
ſurvive me. 8 5 

She groaned, as if expiring. Ws 

Thanks to my God! that groan was 
the ſign of death. We ſhall ſoon. meet in 
heaven.” * 

He threw bimſelf, on the ground, and 
laid for ſome time in a ſtate of inſenſibiliiy. 
In the interim Dorinda arrived. 

A man!” ſhe cried, © and dead too. 
Holy father! who can it be? Oh Lord! it 
is the cavalicr who reſides in the caſtle. 
Poor genileman; his hands are as cold as 
the paws of a dead bear. Truly, this will 
be a pretty tale for Roderigo. How I ſhall 
be cuffed about for a month, if he knows 
that he died in this place; and how, in the 
name of fin and mifery, ſhall 1 be able io 
carry him away?“ 

She tried the ſalutary eſſect of fanning 
him with her mantle. He gradually reco- 
vered; and, when he perceived the bene- 
volent porteſsc of the priſon ſtanding by bis 
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fide, he roſe in fury from the ground, and, 
darting upon'the hag, exclaimed, 

«© Ah! miſcreant, you are now at my 
mercy ; give me inſtantly the key of that 
— / or I will ſacrifice you directly to 

ur 

“ Merciful father! how you gripe me! 
Let me tell you, Sir Bertram, I cannot do 


* 53 


it. | 

« Not do it!“ 

Sir Bertram, Sir Bertram, recollect my 
ſituation; a poor, helpleſs woman, debaſed 


with deformity; and, if Roderigo ſhould 


kick me out of the caſtle, pray, where am 


to find a comforter l cannot do 1 it; in- 
deed, Sir Bertram, 1 canrot do it. 

She was retiring. | 

You tir not from this place,” he eried, 
* until my requeſt is complied with. 
Trifle with me no longer ; for, by the God 
above, I will murder you, if you perſiſt in 
refuſing me N to my beloved Cle- 
anthe!“ 

« Your bloat Cleanthe,” ſaid the old 
beldam, with a ſmile. 

Bertram interrupted her- 

« Here is a ring of ineſtimable value; 
take it: be my friend, and all the wealth f 
am maſter of ſhall be yours.“ 

Many people know the real properties of 
gold. Dorinda was one of theſe connoil- 
ſeurs. - She produced the key, and way 
open the door of a dungeon. 
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6c | will return, ” ſaid ſhe, © « when I think 


i is time for you to leave the cell.“ | 
W hat mind cat conceive, what language 


_ expreſs, the diſtreſſed ſituation of Bertram, 


when he beheld his beloved Cleanthe 
ſtretched ſenſeleſs on the floor ! He knelt 
by her fide, and gazed upon her, in ſpeech- 
leſs horror. He obſerved her boſom vio- 


Tently agitated. It was the effect of reiurn- 


ing animation; but to him it appeared the 
convulſive iiruggles of the departing foul. 

„She cannot live,” he exclaimed, falling 
on her neck. * She. cannot live. But we 
will be buried in one grave, that our duſt 
may be united in the tomb.” 


As he poiſed the dagger at his breaſt, ſhe 


faintly exclaimed, 4 
_ * Forbear! I live. 

He dropped ihe poniard on the 3 
and raiſed her to his arms. She reclined 
her head upon his neck, and burſt. into 
tears. The effect of agonizing ſorrow over- 
powered the faculty of ſpeech. They con- 
tinued for ſome time in this fituation, until 


Bertram, preſſing her to his bolom, er 


claimed, 

« Have you no 1 of the cauſe 
which condemns you to confinement in this 
horrible place?” 

„Oh! I am too well acquainted with 
the motive that induces my_villanous per- 
ſecutor to keep me in his power. Since 
tbat fatal night, in which you quitted Ma- 


t 


drid for Andaluſia, I have been the vidim 
of the moſt abandoned cruelties.” - , 

Here ſhe related to him her unjuſt con» 
finement in the priſon of the Inquiſition, 
by Jerome, father of the order of St. Do« 
min + + 5 l 
This caſtle,” ſhe continued, © is the 
property of a villain, under the influence of 
that Inquiſitor. For, when I firſt came 
here, I was treated with great reſpect; but 
on the arrival of a horſeman, who brought 
letters for the maſter ef the caſtle, I was 
thrown into this dungeon, 1 had received 
a woundin my left breaſt from the hand of 
Jerome, as I refiſted his brutal violence on 
my perſon. The dampneſs of the dungeon 
increaſed aninflammanon which had taken 
place; and, fearful it might endanger my 
life, I compelled Dorinda, by tears and en- 
treaties, to repreſent my fituation to her 
maſter. She did ſo; and I was inſtantly 
removed to a {mall room in one of the 
towers. His confeſſor there attended me 
with medicines, and every thing neceſſary 
for my comfort; and, when he reported me 
ſufficiently recovered, I was again ſent back 
to this place, where I have borne a long 
and unjuſt confinement, without the hope 
of ever regaining my liberty.” 

Do not deſpair,” cried Bertram. We 
may poſſibly ſoon effect it; for I will to- 
morrow go to Madrid, and lay the whole 
affair before the great officers of the law. 
They cannot refuſe me their aſſiſtance, to 


bring this barbarous libertine and his con- 
federates to juſtice. God only knows the 
extent of my extreme diſtreſs, when I re- 
turned to Madrid, and found your bouſe 
totally deſerted. I ſearched every ſtreet in 
the metropolis; I employed friends to make 
' inquiries in the neighbouring provinces ; I 
ranged through the ſuburbs of the city, as 
one diſtracted. No perſon that dwelt near 
you bad heard of your departure, until I 
mentioned it. I gave myſelf upto deſpair, 
and the preſſure of my misfortunes Toon re- 
duced me to the neceſſity of keeping my 
bed. Suſpecting my father to be unac- 
quainted with my arrival, and hoping an 
opportunity, fo favourable for a reconeilia- 
tion, would not be treated by him with 
contempt, I diſpatched a ſervant to his 
houſe, with the information of my indiſpo- 
fition, and a preſſing requeſt that he would 
viſit me. He returned, with an anſwer from 
my father's banker, that he had, ſoon after 
the deceaſe of my mother, initiated my ſiſ- 
ter into the convent of St. Catherine's, and 
retired into a diſtant country. This unex- 
pected evil added to my misfortunes the 
dreadful malady of melancholy. My phy- 
ficians then adviſed me to retire into the 
country, ard unbend the mind from reflee- 
tion, by the diverſions it afforded; their 
advice was fo powerfully ſeconded by my 
confeſſor, (and who, from certain my ſle- 
rious circumſtances which 1 remarked in 


his behaviour, muſt be the very ſame friany 
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_ whoſe villany you have experienced) that 


I conſented to adopt the propoſal.. Rode- 
rigo was introduced to me by the friar, as 
a gentleman of birth, fortune, and educa- 
tion, and who, he ſaid, would willingly 
admit me into his caſtle (which was fitu- 
ated in the mountainous part of Eſtrema- 
dura, and well calculated for a temporary 
retirement,) for the ſake of ſociety. We 
(I obſerved, to the great joy of the friar) be- 
came friends; and, previous to my departure 
from Madrid, I called at the grate of St. 

Catherine's convent, and inquired for my 
ſiſter. The abbeſs, informed of my arrival 
came tothe grate, and told me ſhe had been 
dead many months. I requeſted to ſee her 
tomb. 

No man ever enters theſe walls,” ſhe 
replied, and, bidding me farewel, cloſed 
the door of the grating in my face. The 
fituation of my mind, at that moment, can- 
not be conceived. I returnedto Roderigo "= 
lodgings, and relating my adventure to him, 
in the moſt impreſſive terms begged that 
we might inſtantly quit the capital: But 
ſure, ſome angel, that ever watches over the 
fate of the unfortunate, muſt have be- 
friended me, to have ſo fortunately diſco» 
vered your retreat. 

They were interrupted by a rap all. 
door. Dorinda entered the cell— - = 
* Tt is almoſt high morning,” ſhe ex- 
claimed, © and, ere Jong, Roderigo will be 
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ſtirring. The keys of the private places i in 
the caſtleI always deliver to him the firſt 
thing: therefore you muſt ſeparate now.” 
Do not tear us aſunder ſo foon, Dorin- 
* ſaid Bertram. Leave me here until 
ur urn at midnight.“ 1 
y the father of the virgin 1» replied 

E 2 hag, © that will betray us to. Roderigo, 
and then, Sir Bertram, you will be ſhut 


up, in a priſon, and I ſhall be minced alive 


for the hungry owls in his garden. No, 
no! you muſt part now; but I promiſe to 
conduct you here again at twelve to-night.” 
They embraced each other with affec- 
tionate rapture, and, after returning .a 
thouſand hallowed kiſſes, bade adieu, until 
the hour appointed by Dorinda for their 
next meeting. 
Bertram and the old woman hurried from 
the paſſage, and parted at the door of bis 
chamber. He laid dawn upon his couch, 
and tried to refreſh himſelf by repoſe; but 
in vain. If be ſlumbered at all, Cleanthe 
ſtood before him in her ſhroud; and, if he 
muſed upon bis pillow vifionary murderers 
glided before his eyes. He ſpent the greater 
part of the day amongſt the ruins, or in the 
moſt private avenues of the garden. The 
pleaſing hopes of reſtoring Cleanthe to li- 
berty, alone occupied his thoughts. The 
ſtrength of the caſtle, and the attachment 
of the domeſtics to their maſter, were diſ- 
advantages-which he could not eaſily over- 
come ; but he did not deſpair. Dorinda's 
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conduct added freſh vigour to his hopes; 
and, early in the evening, he retired to his 
chamber, and paſſed away the- hours in 
reading the poetry and romances of Vol- 
taire. The caſtle bell tolled eleven. 

c I would that it were twelve!“ he ex- 
claimed, as he threw down his book, and 
opened the window of his chamber. 'The 
moon was juſt rifing above the mountains, 
and, in the midft of his contemplations, he 
heard his chamber door open. On turning 
haſtily, as he thought to welcome Dorinda, 
a man in complete armour approached him, 
and, waying his truncheon for filence, re- 


peated with marked — the follow- 
ing lines: 


« UnſuſpeRing youth, — 
Truſt not woman, but with care: 
Perfidy and murder wait 
Attendant on thy ſettled fate. 
Prize the ſtranger, prize the hour, 
That warns thee of a villain's power.“ 


_ Immediately the unknown di ſappeared. 
He ruſhed into the gallery with his lamp, 
but no perſon was to be ſeen. The voice 
which he had heard in his chamber, and 
the appearance of the man in armour,almoſt 
deterred him from accompanying Dorinda 
that night to the priſon; but in the midſt 
of his deliberations ſhe rapped at his door 

„We muſt loſe no time,” ſhe cried ; 
„follow me direaly.”— 

The idea of _ beholding his adored 
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Cleanthe inſtantly overcame every difficulty 
which had ariſen in his mind, reſpecting his 
* ſafety, and he joyfully accompanied the 
old woman to the dungeon. She gradually 
unlocked the door; and, when he ruſhed in- 
to the room, his terror and aſtoniſhment are 
more eaſily to be conceived than deſcribed ; 
for he. beheld Roderigo with three of his 
confederates waiting his approach. 
« Ah, villain!” he exclaimed, on ſeeing 
Bertram, © your conduct ſhall be rewarded 
as it deſerves.“ : ED, 


They ſeized him, and loaded bim with 


_ irons; and in a few minutes afterwards the 


lamp was extinguiſhed, and they left him 
in the dungeon, raving with indignant fury 
and reſentment. | 
At the lower part ofthe cell wasa grating 
which looked into a ſubterraneous paſlage ; 
and one night as he lay ſtretched upon the 
floor, almoſt ſenſeleſs with grief and deſpair, 
he heard ſome perſon exhorting him to 
patience and courage. He approached the 
aperture, and diſcovered it to be a domeſtic 
of Roderigo's, whom he had uſually em- 
ployed as his own ſervant, from motives-of 
humanity, the man being old and paſt the 
_ laborious duty of a menial ſervant. 
Had you, Sir Bertram,” he cried, “ but 
obeyed my injunctions, all would have been 
well. Itried to warn you of your ſituation, 
by ſecreting myſelf in your chamber: I 
found it did not ſucceed, and took an op- 
portunity of appearing before you in ar- 
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mour for the ſame purpoſe ; but all would | 
not do.? | | 
„And was it you, ' replied Bertram,*that 


fo adviſedly. foreboded the fatal conſe- 


quences, of truſting myſelf in Dorinda's 
power? Had you but laid aſide your myſ- 
terious habit, I ſhould have attended to 
you, and been happy.” 

« Oh, my dear 4 "FN I thought you 
would — duh ghoſt, ſooner than a ſuper- 

annuated old ſervant... Lord! one ſhould 
have ſuppoſed the blood in the chamber 
you paſſed through, to get to the dungeon, 
would have frightened you out of your 
opinion. They ſay that Roderigo's fiſter 
haunts that chamber. . Dear heart! this 1s 
a ſad place.” 

Oh, Gordez! torture met no more with 
ſuch terrible and alarming tales ; but tell 
me if you know of my Cleanthe, and whe- 
ther you can aſſiſt me to eſcape from the 
power of this villain, Roderigo?“ 

Oh, dear heart! Cleanthe, poor-dear, is 
confined in a dungeon, darker and more 
diſmal than this, and no one perſon knows 
where it is, but that old deccitful devil, 
Dorinda, and Roderigo. And as for your 
eſcaping, by all the dead prophets!” — 

„Hark! cried Bertram, I hear foot- 
ſteps i in the paſſage. Fly inſtantly, or you 
will be detected.“ 

He threw a billet into bis priſon, and 
diſappeared. ws $6 had juſt ſufficient 
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time to conceal it in his boſom, when the 


door opened, and four men entered his 

dungeon. 
Hus irons were immediately taken off by 
one of them, who ſeemed to be the leader; 
and, in ſpite of his curſes and ſupplications, 
they bound him with cords, and threaten- 
ing him with death if he continued his im- 
precations, conducted him into the court- 
yard of the caſtle. He there obſerved three 
horſes and a ſmall carriage in waiting near 
the gate; and, whilſt preparations were 
making by the men for their departure, 
Roderigo appeared at a window in one of 
the towers, holding Cleanthe in his arms— 
Thus,“ he exclaimed, I puniſh hy po- 
criſy,” and apparently flabbed her to the 
heart. | 

Bertram at that moment felt the moſt 
unſpeakable pangs of horror. He ſtruggled 
to free himſelf from the power of his con- 
duQors, but in vain. They hurried him 
into the carriage, and, quitting the caſtle, 
ſtruck into a wild path-way over the moun- 
tains, with their unfortunate and miſerable 
priſoner. 

The caſtle gates were ſcarce cloſed for 
the night, when Roderigo was awakened 
by a loud tapping at the outer gate. He 
ſummoned the porter to his chamber, and, 
inquiring the cauſe of the diſturbance, re- 
ceived for anſwer, that one of the men, who 


had the care of Bertram, was returned, and 


requeſted to ſee him inſtantly. 
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The fellow was admitted. Along and 


Tecret conference took place.— 


« Are you ſureof it?” cried Roderigo. 
* I know them well,” ſaid the ſervant. 
Order wine and proviſions to be ſet be- 
fore them,” ſaid he, © and deſire the con- 
feſſor to attend upon them until my appear- 
ance.” 
He turned to his eſcrutoir, and took 
ſome papers from a ſmall red leather caſe, 


and examined them with profound atten- 


tion.— 

© Theſe are certainly,” he eried, “ from 
this deſcription of Jerome's, the perſons 
hom he moſt wiſhes to deſtroy. And, by 
the fellow's account, my nephew ts amonglt 
them. They ſhall not ſee the dawn of to- 
morrow. No, it ſhall be done to- night.“ 

It was the unfortunate Don Alphonſo and 
his party, who, from a preſſing deſire to 
reach the capital without the leaſt delay, 
had entered upon the mountains too late in 
the evening to croſs them before morning; 
and, having accidentally met the gang, con- 
ducting Bertram on his journey, politely 
inquired of them their neareſt way to the 
firſt village ; but were anſwered, that it was 


nine leagues diſtant. The man mentioned 


the caſtle of Roderigo, as being inhabited 
by Auguſtine friars, and faithfully promiſed 
to conduct them to it without harm or ha- 
zard. They knew the benevolent inhabi- 
tants of religious houſes uſually lodged tra- 
vellers for the night with * W 
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and, not feeling themſelves very much diſ- 
poſed to purſue their journey, they deſired 
the man to lead the way, promiſing him a 
reward, if he proved worthy of it. 

As they were converſing upon different 
topics, with much gaiety and pleaſure, the 
confeſſor, who was ſeated at the top of the 
table, ſuddenly feigned fickneſs, and diſap- 
peared. * No perſon of the houſehold, after 
that moment, they thought would appear 
in the hall again; for they conſtantly heard 
people haſtily paſſing up and down the 
ſtairs, doors opening and ſhutting in the 
galleries, and, at intervals, loud impreca- 
tions, ſeemingly uttered by men in the exe- 
cution of ſome important charge. | 

* I fear,” ſaid Alphonſo, that we have 
fooled our lives away; theſe unuſual and 
inhoſpitable circumſtances lead me to ſuſ- 
pet this caſtle to be the ſecret haunt of 
villany.” 


At that moment they heard carpet voices 


chanting a beautiful chorus of an hymn. 
Alphonſo laid his ſword upon the table, 
and, climbing up to one of the windows 
which opened into the garden, obſerved, 
with a great degree of aſtoniſhment, fix 
men, accompanying a woman who. was ar- 
rayed in white. She carried in her right 
hand a wax taper, and in her left, a tablet, 
on which he indiſtinctly diſcerned figures 
in different attitudes; carved above a long 
inſcription. They approached the cum. 
and entered one of the towers. 
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He had ſcarce time to communicate this 


ſtrange and myſterious ceremony to his 


friends, when the large folding doors were 
thrown open, and the proceſſion entered 
the hall, preceded by the confeſſor. The 
lady approached Clarinda, and, taking her 
by the hand, preſented her to a fat friar, who 
introduced her to the next, and he to the 
third, and ſo on, until ſhe had received the 
holy ſalutation from the whole company. 
Ihe ſame mode of etiquette was alſo ob- 
ſerved to Alphonſo and his friends. This 


. unaccountable farce completed, the tablet 


was preſented to Alphonſo, who read aloud 
the following words, which were engraved 
under the emblematical figures of Faith, 
Hope, and Charity: 0 

The Auguſtine friars, who inhabit this 
caſtle, are devoted to religion, and the faith- 
ful diſcharge of their duty towards their 
fellow creatures. The poor are at the gate 
of their ſanctuary ſupplied with food and 
raiment, the rich receive their benediction, 
and the bewildered traveller an hoſpitable 
reception, until he wiſhes to depart on his 
Journey.” _ Ds 

The proceſſion returned from the hall 
the way it came, and immediately lamps 
were brought in by two female ſervants, 
and the party conducted to ſeparate cham- 
bers. This holy ceremony ill accorded with 
the blaſphemous expreſſions they had heard 
uttered in the gallery. Suſpicion was now 
completelyawakened in the minds of Ale xo, 
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Jacques, and Don Bertram; and, as they 
were retiring to their reſpeQire couches, 
Alexo obſerved a paper ſlipt under the door 
of the chamber. He took it up and read it 
to bis friends: it contained the n 
words: 
Jes Open the door, and admit a man who 
is your friend; he has ſomething of impor- 
tance to communicate.” 
They conſulted upon the propriety of 

ſuch a ſtep, conceiving that a party of ban- 
ditti might ruſh in, and put them to death 
without mercy. The man rapped gently, 
and exclaimed, _ 

* Admit me; on my life, I am our 
friend.“ 

This circumſtance n them to 
ſee the ſtranger who requeſted ſo extraor- 
dinary a-meaſure. It was a man wrapped 
in a ſoldier 's cloak; and when he entered 
the chamber, pulling his hat from his brow, 
he exclaimed, 

Have you no recollection, Alexo, of 
the man who introduced you to the jew at 
Madrid, as tutor to his ſon?“ 

& My God is it Pedro?— 1 hen miſchief 
is at hand.” 

«© Not quite ſo bad as that, S. To be 
ſure, Ionce played you a knave's trick; but 
I am now your friend. The man 'whoi in- 
habits this caſtle is your unele.” 

_ * Gracious God!“ 

Hear me. The fellow who conduit 
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n here is Gaſpardo, well known to you 
all, I have no doubt“. 

The party ſurrounded him. ts 
_ * Hark!*—He ſtepped ſoftly to the 
door, and ſecured it. | | 

© Roderigo's title to this domain is writ- 
ten with blood. Deeds of the moſt horrid 
nature have been committed within theſe 
walls, by thoſe villains whom you ſaw in 
religious clothing. I have a knowledge of 
many private paſſages in the caſtle, that 
lead into a ruinous chapel at ſome diſtance 
from the walls. One of them communi- 
cates with Alphonſo's chamber.. We muſt 
not trifle away our time; for if you do not 
go the caſtle tlis night, you are totally 
0 250 . 

„How are we to reach the chamber of 
Alphonſo, unobſerved,” ſaid Alexo. 

% Follow me; all the inhabitants are, at 


this moment, watching upon the towers, for 


the approach of ſeveral of their compani- 
ons, whom, it is ſuppoſed, are overtaken 
by a band of armed peaſants.” 

They quitted the chamber, and proceed- 
ing to the room where Alphonſo ſlept, with 
utter aſtoniſhment and horror, perceived it 
ſecured by a padlock on the outſide. Ob- 
ſerving, however, through a crevice, that 
his lamp was burning, they. immediately 
apprized him of his ſituation, and pro- 
miſed, if no accident happened to them, to 
come by a private way to his chamber. 

% Now,” {aid Pedro, we muſt make a 


6 


deſperate effort, and gain the holy tower. 
We can from thence get into Alphonſo's 
r mf. ] 

As they followed him along the gallery, 
they could diſtinctly perceive lights upon 
the towers thro? the windows of the hall, 
and obſerved, with great joy, the old porter 
and Dorinda faſt aſleep before the fire. 

« All is well,” cried Pedro: © the two 
guards are ſafe. In a few minutes we ſhall 
be ont of danger.” 

They deſcended a flight of ſteps at the 
end of the gallery, which led into a room 
that communicated with the tower. They 
then-explored their way, in total darkneſs, 
through a winding paſſage, to a {mall door 
atthe ſummit of about thirty ſteps. Pedro 
rapped,zather loud, and called out, Al- 
phonſo,”., 1 

| He aniwered, and inquired how he was 
to be delivered from his perilous fituation. 

« You will find,” ſaid Pedro, “ a ſmall 
door immediately behind that part of the 
arras where you fee St. John's head on a 
charger.” $7 

He had ſcarce ſpokentheſe words, when 
they perceived the light ſhine under. the 
door. Pedro inſtantaneouſly unlocked it, 
by means of the houſekeeper's key, which 
he had ſtolen from her whilſt plying her 

with the beſt wine in the cellar. They 
took the almoſt expiring Clarinda in their 
arms, and following Pedro through ſeveral 
lubterraneous paſſages, arrived, without 
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diſcovery, at the outlet. As the morning 
was on the point of breaking, Pedro, when 
they entered the ruins, extinguiſhed the 
lamp. He then deſired them, with a pecu- 
liar degree of earneſtneſs, not to ſtir from 
the ſpot until his return. | | 

« Return!” ſaid Alphonſo: “ what! do 
you mean to deſert us?” 

No, no; the mules, I expeR, are ready 
ſaddled in an adjoining valley. A confi- 
denrial friend is ſtationed there with them, 
but, for what purpoſe, he knows not.” 

After repeated aſſurances of his fidelity, 
they ſuffered him to depart. During his 
abſence thoſe tedious moments were waſted 
by.the travellers with a degree of dreadful 
apprehenſion; for Pedro's character was 
well known to' Alexo, and his ſolemn 
proteſtation of friendſhip and ib. grity ap- 
peared to him only as a veil over his 
raſcality. Their fears, however, were ſoon 
diſſipated; for the fellow arrived punctually 
to his time, with three mules equipped for 
a journey. They inſtantly mounted the 


animals, and, in a few minutes, gained an 


open plain. As they rode furiouſſy along 


the waſte, they obſerved the light of torches 


continually flaſhing through the windows 
of the chambers and towers of the caſtle. 
« We have juſt eſcaped it;” cried Pedro; 
the ſtorm is brewing ; lights appear every 
where in the caſtle : this way, gentlemen, 
this way.” | 
a 
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Heſtruck into a beaten path-w ay, which 
they found led to the bigh road. The 
village ſteeple ſoon appeared; and, before 


the ſun had riſen above the ſawmit of the 


mountains, they alighted at a ſmall inn, 
near the entrance of the hamlet. | 
They continued there but a ſufficient 


time to refreſh the beaſts and themſelves, 


when they hired a vehicle, and proceeded 
with all poſſible diſpatch to Madrid. 


They bad, in their way to their hotel, to 


paſs the monaſtery of St. Dominic. The 
veſper bell was tolling, when they arrived 
in Bake of it; and, as they paſſed the gate, 
Clarinda, A with a ſudden horror, 


caught hold of Alphonſo, and burſt into 


tears. They obſerved, with indignation, 
ſeveral ſanctified prieſts upon their knees, 


- inthe porch, before a wooden image, pro- 


bably that of St. Dominic, whoſe blaſphe- 
mous villanies firſt produced the execrable 
inſtitution of the Inquiſition. 

Some days clapſed before they n 
abroad; during which time they ſatisfied 


2 themſelves as to the reality of the procla- 


mation they had ſeen upon the road. They 


ſound it poſted in the public places at Ma- 


drid, and learned that it was formally read 
in the ſtreets bythe officers under thecrown. 

The dreadtul ravages of time are never 
ſo faithfully obſerved by any perſon, as by 
him, who returns, after an abſence, to the 


lace of his nativity. Alphonſo found many. 
ot his beſt friends in their graves, and others 


p 
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ſcattered, by a variety of cauſes, in diſtant 
parts of the world; the few, however, that 
remained, weleomed him home with the 
moſt heartfelt congratulations, and pro- 
miſed him their intereſt, and perſonal aſſiſt- 
ance, to procure, if poſſible, redreſs for the 
un warrantable injuries he had ſuffered. 


* 


CHAPTER IX. 
« Hell, from her gulph profound, x | 
Rouſes at thine approach; and, all around, 


Her dreadful notes of preparation found.” 


MASON, 


iniquity, without a rival, his mind became 
the prey ef the moſt tormenting ſorrows. 
| He found no comfort in religious reflee- 
/ tions; for, having mocked and deſpiſed 
them in his heart, they afforded him nd — 
conſolation in thoſe hours, when the mind, 
weary of ſublunary pleaſures, ſeeks to re- 
poſe itſelf in the ahticipation of comforts —* 
beyond the grave. | _ 
Sometimes he would leave his cell, at 
the hour of midnight, and wander in ſoli- 
tary and unfrequented walks. Sometimes 
he would meditate amongſt the tombs in 
the burying ground of his convent ; but, 
in contemplating thoſe awful monuments 
of our mutability, he was ſoon unuſually 
overpowered by 1 ſenſations of 
2 


( ALTHOUGH Jerome triumphed in 
] 


— 
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horror. The ſhades of the many victims to 
his cruelty glided before his eyes, 'as he 
paced, with unhallowed ſteps, the conſe- 
crated earth. His conſequence, his power, 
his authority, ſoon became the ſubjeR of 
general contempt amongſt thoſe who before 
trembled at his word: for, when intelli- 
gence was received at St. Catherine's, of 
Biſſare's death, a fiſter from a convent in a 
provincial town was appointed to ſucceed 
her in the office of lady prioreſs; and, a few 
nights after ſhe was inſtalled, the unfortu- 
nate Amantha came to the gates of the 
| priory, and demanded admittance; her ſtory 
being told, ſhe was inſtantly received under 
the protection of this abbeſs, whoſe piety 
and benevolence endeared her to all the 
ſiſterhood of her own monaſtery, and to 
thoſe who knew her without the walls. 

Jerome was then, for the firſt time, poſi- 
tively denied admittance into the convent 
of St. Catherine's; and the monks of his 
own order gave him to underſtand, by pri- 
vate marks of contempt, that they only 
waited for a favourable opportunity, to 
baniſh him from the ſect with infamy and 
diſgrace. 7 | 

Am 1,” he would cry, © to be made 
the ſport of female arrogance, and monkiſh 
indifference ? Is friendſhip to be eſtimated 
only in proportion as we extend influence 
and authority? Have I lived to be deſerted 
by the ſycophants that ſo late revered the 
very earth I trod upon? They ſhall find 
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me quick to feel their ſcorn, and ſevere in 
my revenge.” LET | 
One evening, as he fat at the window, 


obſerving the ſun beautifully illume the 


heavens, a man from the priſon rapped at 


his door, and brought him information, 


that ſome unknown gentleman had been 
at the couneil chamber ſeveral times; and 
ſpecial conferences, in eonfequence of their 
appearance, were held continually amongſt 
the Inquiſitors.- ; 15580 

„There is a fellow,” ſaid the ruffian, 
c whoſe name is Pedro, and he ſays he 
knows you, and fends his reſpects to you.“ 

Pamn him!” exclaimed Jeroine, with 
a wild terrific ftare: © had the devil but 
been in poſſeſhon of that villain's foul, I 
ſhould have triumphed over the malice” of 
my enemies. I am totally loſt : he knows 
my character well. Go back to the pri- 
ſon, and watch the conduct of the officers; 
procure, if poſſible, intelligence, as to 
their proceedings, through the means of the 
ſeeretary; he is not proof againſt bribery — 
and you ſhall not fail to be rewarded: look 
to what I command. Sincerity has been 
vniformly diſplayed in your conduct; de- 
ſert it not at this critical period. Go, and 
remember, I have been your friend.“ 
The ruffian retiirec. 

„This is the time,” cried the monk, 
* when the ſecrets of my heart involve me 
in the doepeſt * Nature 
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ſeems to be enthralled with one cold and 
icy chain, that binds me to anticipation and 
diſtreſs. I cannot quit this ſcene of miſery ; 


my ſteps are watched: the villain pedro 


hunts me from the abode of men. If the 
circumſtances related by the aſſaſſin, ſhould 


prove true, ſhall I ſuffer myſelf to be ex- 


hibited at the auto du fe, a martyr to the 
vengeance of an Inquifitorial Judge? No. 
Sooner ſhall ſome ſatal drug cloſe theſe eyes 
in endleſs oblivion, than the laſt moments 
of my life be devoted to public PR 
upon the ſcaffold.” 

Here ſome perſon rapped loud] at his 
door. He cautiouſly inquired who was 
there; and finding it to be the rufhan, from 
the Inquiſition, admitted him. 

„Ohl it is all over with you,” exclaimed 
the man. Orders are iſſued, to exa- 
mine the ſecret- cells and hiding places 
of your convent and St. Catherine's, and 
I fear you are the Fame object they are 
in ſearch of.“ 

e They ſhall have me,” cried the friar, 
indignantly ; but not to hold me up to 
public ſcorn, or torture me at the peaceful 
hour of death with flames and exhortations, 
You have ſenſibly obliged me,” he cried, 

and threw a large purſe of valuables upon 
the ground. © Leave me, and keep your 
counſel.” 


At that inſtant the porter of the convent 


entered his cell, and delivered him a billet, 


6760 


which, he ſaid, was left at the gate. by a 
youth of about fificen. 

No expreſſions can paint his horror and 
confuſion when he read the and 
words: 


« Jerome, Alexo is in Madrid, Alliough 
the death of the unfortunate Francis has 
deprived him of the means to bring before 
the ſtate Inquiſitors teſtimonies of your 
guilt, which muſt have inevitably doomed 
you to death, yetno opportunity will be 
loſt to effect 1 it. 


ALE XO.“ 


« The time is come,” cried the terrified 
friar, „when confeſhon may adminiſter 
comfort to my ſinking ſpirits. He ſat down 
and wrote the following letter: 


„% TO DON MEDILLA DECRADO, 
GRAND INAUISITOR. 


« This letter contains the private. con- 
feſſions of a man, whoie life has been devo- 
ted to the blackeſt of human villanics, 
Murder, robbery, and debauchery, have 
conſtituted the chief part of his ſtudies. The 
ſacred altar has been prophaned, vows vio- 
lated, and the conſecrated tombs of ſaints 
converted | into dungeons for the victims of 
his treachery. He has been taught by his 
religion, to hold, as a ſacred fact, the cer- 
tainty of ſalvation, if abſolution could be ad- 
miniſtered to the dying, before the ſoul de- 
parted from the body; and if penitence can 
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now „ Qblter him from the yengeance of bis 
God, how glorious was the hour when firſt 
he imbibed its conciliating and adored pre- 
cepts! He relies upon the faith of the ca- 
tholic creed for the mercy of his God. He 
implores that forgiveneis of ſins, which 
mankind arc taught to expect from eontri- 
tion. The night is far ſpent, and he ſhud- 
ders at the approach of day; for, at that 
tour you will find his body; but the ſoul 
wilbbe precipitated into eternity. 
„ Obſerve, and execute, the following 
commands: 
„ CONFESSIONS, . 

The beautiful and once beloved Clean- 
the, daughter of Don Alphonſo de Berida, 
whoſe death has been generally aduitted, 
is alive. Yes! ſhe lives, to triumph at the 
fall of her enemy, her betrayer, her deluded 
perſecutor. Cleanthe is confinedin a caſtle, 
the property of one Roderigo, uncle to 
Alexo, formerly a monk of my own order, 
and which ſtands in a valley near a range 
of mountains that are contiguous 'to the 
town of Meides, in old Caſtile: Let the 
owner be ſeized, and queſtioned concerning 
her: if he refuſes to deliver, her up to the 


officers of juſtice, let a female, of a low ſta- 


ture, and deformed, be threatened with the 
rack, and ſhe will inſtantly diſcover the 
place of her concealment. Her mother has 
eſcaped ſrom my poſſeſſion, and her retreat 
has not yet been diſcovered. wee father is 
in exile.” 


—_— "YI 
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e Amantha, whom I purpoſed, with the 
aſſiſtance of De Carros, to murder in the 
chapel of St. Dominic, is now living with 
the abbeſs of St. Catherine's.” 4 

The clock ſtruck the hour of twelve! 
The pen dropped from his hand. He 
ſtarted from his ſeat. | 

« What is this,” he cried, © that thus 
appals my ſinking ſpirits? Are the viſita- 
tions of hell to be endured here and here- 
after? — Oh God!? 

He preſſed the erucifix to his lips; but 
that holy taliſman failed in the effect. Its 
power, in reſtoring comfort tothe wretched 
was now no longer acknowledged. He 
daſhed it on the floor, and turned to finiſh 
his confeſſions; but, obſerving in the {ky 
freaks of light that foretold the approach 
of morn, 

* I muſt away,” he exclaimed, « and 
procure the means to ſave me from a public 
exhibition. My cell muſt be my grave. 
I cannot reſt. The torments of hell ſur- 
round me. The very air ſeems infected, 
as I breathe ; and nature groans beneath 
the load of my ipfamy. 'To-morrow—great 
Goud!—to-morrow—and 1 ſhall diſcover 


the awful myſtery of eternity! _ 


As he was haſtily proceeding thro the 
eloiſters, tothe elaboratory, for a medicine, 


To root out the written troubles of the brain,” 


Woe. habited as Algnazils, ſeized him 


the throat, and daſhed him on the 
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ground. He ſtruggled, but in vain. They 
bound him with cords, and conveyed him 
to a dungeon, in the fatal priſon, where he 
had ſo often exhibited his Ain and 
de ſpotic authority. 

The next night he was led to the private 
jude mern hall, and examined at the tribu- 
nal. He there obſerved one of the Inqui- 
ſitors, who condemned Biſſare, fitting in 
judgment upon him. He ordered four per- 
ſons, who were ſtanding in a circle at the 
extremity of the apartment, to advance. 
They approached ; and wher the monk per- 
_ ceived they were his accuſers, when he ſaw 
the ill-fated Clarinda, with Alexo, ſtanding 
before him, in perſon, he ſhuddered, with 
ſigns of the deepeſt horror; and, lifting up 
his eyes to heaven, he exclaimed, 

* God be merciful !”? 

As they were' proceeding to put ſome 
queſtions to him, two officers, who had 
been ſent to ſearch his cell, arrived in the 
Jadgment hall, and produced the paper, 
containing his unfiniſhed confeſſion. 

As the ſecretary read the firſt, Clarinda 
ſhrieked aloud, and ſunk lifeleſs upon the 
floor. Terror and confuſion reigned in the 
boſom of every one preſent. He was re- 
manded to his dungeon. And, as he paſſed 
back to his priſon, he was revited; * al- 
moſt ſtruck at, by the torturers, whom h 
had ſo often employed, and ſo liberall 
rewarded, for acts of villany. Ss 

Sie tranſit gloria mundi.“ 


— 
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When Pedro heard of the confeſſion of 
Jerome, he recollected that a lady was 
brought, at midnight, to the caſtle of Ro- 
derigo, upon the mountains; but no one 
ever eould diſcover what became of her. 
Officers, with a party of ſoldiers, were diſ- 
patched, attended by Alphonſo and Alexo, 
to ſurpriſe the caſtle, and ſcize the domeſ- 
tics, with their maſter. 

Pedro, accompanying them as a guide, 
rode furiouſly before them. It was lateat 
night before they arrived at the valley; and 
on reaching the gate of the caſtle, they 
found it open, and the place totally deſerted, 
They entered the hall, and ranged over the 
edifice with caution, ſearching every part 
with the greateſt ſtrictneſs; but no human 
being was found. Asthey were proceeding 
to examine the ruins, near the ſpot, by the 
light of their torches, they diſcovered a 


. 


1 voman turn ſwiſtly into a ſolitary avenue. 
- There is the old beldam,” ſaid Pedro, 
e 


* that managed the affairs of the houſhold, 
er, Wat the caſtle, and whom, if you recollect, 
we ſaw fleeping before the fire in the hall, 
with old Conrad, the porter.” 

They inflantly purſued her, and, before 
Ike could eſcape, came up with her. 

Ahl by St. Dennis,” cricd Pedro,“ you 
are likely to meet with a reward forall your 
rieks now. Come, come! no whining ; 
go with us to the caſtle: we want a little in- 
ormation, which, I have no doubt, you 
an give us.“ 


„ 
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She was "PEPE" into the great hall, and, 


upon examination, declared, that the cava- 
liers, her maſters, bad been apprized, by 
a ruffian from Madrid, of Jerome's critical 
ſituation ; and, knowing that he could diſ- 
cover the piace of their retreat, they had 
fied away, and left only her behind. 

„ But,” ſaid Alphonſo, © in what ſecret 
place is the lady confined, that was brought 
here ſome time back, about midnight, by 
two ruffians, habited as officers of the In- 
quifition ?” "A - 


Come, come!” cried Pedro, taking 2 


piſtol from his belt, © be quick in anſwering 
that queſtion ; or dread the conſequence !” 


The old woman immediately ſank upon 


her knees, and exclaimed, in the greateſt 
agitation, | 

Spare my life! ſpare my life! and I will 
conduct you directly to her priſon.” 

This they promiſed, and ſhe led them to 
the ruins; when, after traverſing a variety 
of ſubterraneous paſſages, they arrived at a 
ſmall tower, where they found Cleanthe, 


ſtretched upon a bed of ſtraw, in the moſt 


melancholy ſtate of exiſtence.  ___ 
The feelings of Alphonſo overcame him, 
and he ſwooned in the arms of a ſoldier. 
The unfortunate victim of villany was 
taken from her dungeon, and conveyed to 
the hall of the caſtle, where a fire was 
lighted, and the wretched girl informed 
that ſhe was reſtored to liberty, and the 
protection of her father. a | 


( 181 ) 
She fixed her eyes upon her ſurrounding 


friends, with a terrific glare; and, when 
Alphonſo called her by name, ſhe ſtarted 
from her ſeat, and, ſupporting herſelf 
againſt the wall, exclaimed, in the voice of 
wild and diſconſolate frenzy 

* Anddo you think, by artifice ſo ſhal- 
low, to convey me back to that. helliſh mon- 
ſter, Jerome? Why am I to be diſtracted 
with a repetition of ills that never can be 
rooted from my memory? Oh! let mereturn 
to my dnngeon, and make- that bed of 
ſtraw my grave. I am weary of my life, 
Bertram is dead; and I would that I were 
laid by his fide: for the world is filled with 
villains! His ſpirit has often whiſpered to 
me, that, amongſt the angels in heaven, 1 
ſhould live in peace and happineſs:” 5 

* Am l ſo altered,“ ſaid Alphonſo, preſſ- 
ing her withered hand affectionately, that 
you cannot recollect your father?“ 

e Father!” ſhe exclaimed, ſhuddering 
with horror; © I have no father. Great 
God! they tore him from me, with cruelty 
and injuſtice; and now perhaps, he wanders 
through the world, friendleſs, and in beg- 
gary. Religion is a curſe upon mankind ; 
it deals in blood. The holy father, Jerome, 
murdered my mother: but ſhe is in heaven; 
and we ſhould not diſturb the ſpirits of the 
bleſt, nor ſpeak of the dead, but in prayer, 
Oh, my head!“ | R | . *1) 
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- She burſt into a flood of tears, and ſunk 
lifeleſs in her father's arms. 

Whilſt they were anxioully waiting her 
recovery, a ſoldier came in, almoſt breath- 
leſs, with the intelligence, that the old 
woman had diſcovered the retreat of the 
robbers,and that his comrades were engaged. 
in a deſperate conflict with them. The 
greater part of the gronp which ſurrounded 
Alphonſo and his daughter immediately 
ran to their aſſiſtance, whilſt a few remained 
in the hall to protect them from violence. 

As they attentively liſtened to every noiſe 
which entered along the galleries of the 
building, they perceived, thro' the gothic 
windows, a great light in the air. A man 
entered the hall, and cried aloud, 

The north wing of the caſtle is on fire!“ 

They immediately hurried, with the diſ- 
treſſed Alphonſo, and his almoſt expiring 
daughter, to the plain before the caſtle, and 
continued watching for the event of a cir- 

cumſtance ſo extraordinary, for ſome time. 

The flames rapidly increaſed; and, fearful 
- that. the robbers might be maſters of the 

Feld, Pedro was diſpatched for the horſes 
that were ſecured in the alley. He ſoon 
arrived with two, reporting that the others 
Dad broken looſe, and ſtrayed away. 

- Alphonſo ſeated his daughter in the beſt 
manner that he could, before him, upon 
one, and ordered. Pedro anc Alexo to 
mount the other, and make for the village 
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he had conducted them to, on cheir former 
flight from the caſtle. 

On their arrival at this: village, refreſh- 
ments and neceſſary comforts were immedi- 
ately procured for Cleanthe; and, as the 
morning advanced, Pedro was diſpatched 


at the head of a body: of peaſantry, who 


had been greatly infeſted with the robbers, 
under the deceitful appellation of holy 
monks of benevolence, to aſſiſt the ſoldiers. 
On their arrival at the ſcene of action, they 
Jaw the caſtle ſtill in flames, and, making 
for the valley, met- the ſoldiers dragging 
along with them three ruffians, in the habits 
of friars, bound with cords. . 5 
© Halloo, my brave fellows!” cried Pe- 
dro; © I have brought here a body of re- 
ſerve; but I ſee you have conquered theſe 
infernal fellows.” | 

« Aye, aye,” ſaid one of the ſoldiers, 
« and warm work we have had too. Where 
are the gentleman and the lady?“ 

Ohl they are ſafe,” anſ wered Pedro. 

„That's well,” ſaid the ſoldier. The 
villains thought chey were not apprized of 
the caſtle being on fire, and, Idare lay,they 
expect they are conſumed.” 

The reſt of the troops ſoon after made 
their appear ance, bearing ſome of their 
wounded companions. 

The ruffians were eonducted with great 
triumph to the village, and from thence to 
the metropolis, and lodged in the priſon 1 


the capital. R 2 
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_ Alphonſo arrived at Madrid, by flow 
ſtages, two day's after the entry of the ſol- 
diers with their priſoners. It was thought 
prudent to convey Cleanthe to the houſe of 
a friend; until ſhe was ſufficiently recovered 
ro meet the piercing ſenſation, which an 
interview With her mother would unavoid- 
ably occaſion. hb 
_  Clarinda,the inſtant her huſband entered 


the houſe, flew to meet him, trembling, and 


pale with fear, leſt he ſhould not have ac- 
eompliſhed the object of his journey. She 
ſtarted with terror when ſhe found him 
quired ſor Cleanthe! ; 

* She is fafe,” ſaid Alphonſo ; © but, fear- 
ful an interview, fo unexpected and diſ- 
treſſing, might operate with bad conſe- 

uences upon her mind, not yet recovered 
from the effect occaſioned by her ſudden 
delivery from priſon, I have procured her 
a reſidence in a friend's houſe, -for a few 
days, until her ſtrength will permit her ta 
fee you. She is fadly altered, Clarinda!” 
| They both were drowned in tears, when 
Don Bertram entered the room, accompa- 
nied by Alexo and Amantha, whoſe death 
he had ſo affcctionately lamented in the 
foreſt ; but whom he found, from the con- 
feſſions of Jerome, to be alive, and reſiding 
in the conyent of St. Catherine. After the 
uſual expreſhons of joy for each other's 
good fortune were over, Amantha, at the 
requeſt of Clarinda, accompanied her huſ- 


alone, and, eagerly embracing him, in- 


. 
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band to the houſe where Cleanthe refided, 
and attended upon her until ſhe was ſuffi- 
eiently recovered to ſee her mother. 
[7 This interview, ſoon after, took place. 
A ſcene of more affecting ſorrow cannot be 
conceived The mother, drowned in tears, 
\ ſupporting her almoſt expiring daughter; 
J the father, as if inſpired by the agonies of 


grief, offering to his God the_prayer ef 
Aratitude, for His mercitul protection; ATT | 


| = ſurrounding Friends mingled their tears 


With thoſe of the once wretched family of 

Don Alphonſo—formed a picture worthy 

to be illuſtrated by the bold and faſcina- 

ting pencil of a Raphael or Corregio. 

When Alexo was about to retire to reſt, 

a meſſage came from an Inquiſitor, that 

a perſon, who was examining before him, 
wiſhedto ſee him, upon matters that related. 

materially to his intereſt. | 

He immediately accompanied the meſ- 

ſenger to the tribunal, and found the per- 

ſon, before the judge, to be his uncle Ro- 

derigo. W RN 

Lou are, no doubt,” ſaid, the culprit, 

e ſurpriſed to find me in this ſituation; but 

when 1 tell you that I have been captain of 

a band of robbers; and in cloſe conneQion 

with Jerome, your inveterate enemy, for 

many years, you muſt call it a miracle that 

I have eſcaped the puniſhments due to my 

crimes ſo long. Alexo, I am perſuaded, 

from the evidence of that rogue Pedro, my 
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death is certain. Before Iam condemned, 
therefore, by this holy tribunal (for rea- 
ſons juſtified by the conviction, that I am 
rg to you nothing more than your 
right,) I return back the deeds of your 
eſtates, entruſted to me by your father. 
= will find them valuable and uninjur- 
e 37 
Hie delivered the papers to Alexo, and, 
preſſing his hand affectionately, bade bim 
a laſt fare wel, and the examination pro- 
ceeded. | 
When the citizens became cad 
with the circumſtanees of Don Alphonſo's 
family, and the tricks of the impious and 
debauched friar, it was the topic of conver- 
ſation at every table and public place of 
entertainment; the trial of Jerome was 
looked for with a degree of anxiety never 
before experienced by the public mind: 
and the curioſity to ſee the unfortunate vic- 
tums of his cruelty increaſed more and more 
every day. At length the day arrived, 
when the hall of the Inquiſition was to be 
opened for the trial of Jerome; but the 
people were informed by a proclamation, 
2 the Holy Inquiſition, conceiving a pub- 
he trial to be inconſiſtent with their aceuſ- 
tomed mode of proceeding, had tried the 
friar privately, and baniſhed him to a con- 


vent, at a diſtance. 


_ « Baniſhed!” exclaimed Al phonſo, as he 
accidentally read the proclamation in the 
fireets, when he was proceeding to the hall 
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with Clarinda, as an evidence againſt Je- 
rome. f | - 
All eyes were upon him. He ſhuddercd 
for the conſequences. A letter dropt into 
the ſecret box of the Inquifition would have 
doomed him to a perpetual and miſerable 
exiſtence in a dungeon, for ſuch a ſpeech. 
He returned to his home, and conſulted 
upon the beſt means to preſerve the peace 
of his family from the violence of future 
eccleſiaſtical aſſociates. He knew the me- 
tropolis of a great nation muſt unavoidably 
contain the evils*he wiſhed to avoid; and 
the monks, he concewed (and with truth 
and juſtice,) would not in the leaſt ſuffer 
in their reputation by the public teftimony 
of Jerome's immorality, from the bigoted 
prejudices in favour of their adored ſup- 
porters of abſolution and remiſſion of fins. 
As Jacques had accepted a comn:Hlion in 
the army, he determined to quit the capt- 
tal, and retire with his family to a paterral 
eſtate in the kingdom of Arragon, where 
their future days might be ſpent with com- 
fort, and uninterrupted by the vicifttudes 
of fortune, the ariful diſſimulations of 
church and ſtate, and the damnable injuſ- 
tice of the Inquiſition. He communicated 
his intentions to his friend, Don Bertram, 
who refolved, without heſitation, toaccom- 
pany him with his daughter, Amantha. 
'The loſs of his ſon now preyed upon his 
mind, to a degree, bordering almoſt upon 
melancholy : and, retiring into ſolitude, he 
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conceived, would be more conducive to his 
happineſs, than living amidſt the noiſe and 
buſtle ef the metropolis. 

When Alexo heard of this determina- 
tion, he n private interview with 
Bertram. 

It was granted. | | 

«The ſtranger,” ſaid Alexo, * whoſent 
for me to the judgment chamber of the 
Inquiſition, Don Bertram, was my uncle. 
Grown hoary in the exerciſe of impious 
deſires, he has now fallen a victim to the 
laws of his country. Conſcious of his cer- 

tain condemnation, he returned me back 
the property my father left me, and which 
he had ſtolen from me by the artifice of 
forcing me into a monaſtery, Amantha's 
life was ſaved by me, and, fince the diſ- 
. covery, made by Jerome, of her retreat, I 
have entertained an unconquerable and 
affectionate regard for her.” 

Bertram interrupted him. 

© Tt is not to me, Alexo, that theſe con- 
ſeſſions ſhould be made, but to the object 
of your affection. To night, if you will, 
make your appearance at the houſe of Al- 
oats: the ſubject ſball be diſcuſſed; but, 
or the preſent we muſt ſeparate.” 

Alexo had ſcarce taken his leave of Ber- 
tram, when he was accoſted. by Pedro in 
the ſtreet, who petitioned to become his 
faithful valet and humble follower; ere 
the converſation was finiſhed, and an anſwer: 
given to Pedro's requeſt, to men, dreſt 
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as alguazils, ſeized Pedro by the collar, 
and dragged him away to priſon. Unfor- 
tunately for poor Pedro, Roderigo, in his 
confeons, diſcovered a few tricks of his 
companions, and them too of ſuch a nature, 
as procured him, notwithſtanding all the 
intereſt made in his favour, a public whip- 
ping in the market-place, and baniſhment 
to the gallies for life. 

The long expected hour arrived, when 
Alexo was to hear the ſentence of the In- 
quiſitorial court of matrimony. He went 
to the houſe of Alphonſo, at the hour ap- 
pointed, and, after waning ſome time in 
the ante-chamber, was uſhered into the 
room, where Bertram and his daughter 
waitcdfor his approach. | 
e Alexo,” ſaid the Don, I have com- 
municated your wiſhes co my Amantha, 
ahd ſhe returns you love for love. Take 
er, Alexo; and know that it is to you only 
that the title to my daughter's affection 
belqngs.” \ 

As ſoon as the neceſſary preparations 
were ready, the nuptials took place at Ma- 
drid, and the parties, with Alphonſo and 
his family, ſet out for their retreat into the 
kingdom of Arragon. ; 

The new abbeſs of St. Catherine's, on 
hearing of Florella's fight from the con- 
vent, requeſted that notice might be given 
1 church and convent in the metro- 
polis, for her to return to her order. This 
circumſtance produced an enquiry concern- 
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ing the fugiuve nun, and ſhe was At 
in the houſe of an under porter to the In- 
quiſition, who, no doubt, held her in truſt 
for the purpofes of Jerome, but alleged, 
in excuſe for his conduct, that he detained 
her only until an opportunity ſhould offer 
for her to return in fafety to the convent. 
She was received into the nunnery with 
all poſſible regard by the ſiſterhood, and 
joined in the general joy at the eflabliſh- 
ment of order, regularity, and virtue, in a 
houſe that had been ſunk into diſgrace by 
the prophane and abandoned conduct of 
Biffare. Ihe honour of eonfeſſor was abo- 
liſhed, by the interceſſion of St. Anna with 
the miniſter of fate, and all intercourſe 
with friars entirely cutoff, as the firk ſtep 
to preſerve the continence and character of 
the nuns and the nunnery. 

For ſome time, however, after Jerome's 
baniſhment, the abbeſs appeared unuſually 
low and thoughtful : ſhe ſeldom frequented 
the little muſical parties amongſt the ſiſters, 
which ſhe, at firſt, patronized with eager- 
neſs and pleaſure; but ſought out, at even- 
ing, the moſt retired parts of the garden, to 
weep, as was obſerved by the runs, over 
a letter which ſne ſeemed to peruſe with a 
degree of ſorrowful pleaſure. Every veſtal 
ſtudied to afford her comfort and aſſiſtance, 
but ſhe diſmifſed them with ſmiles and 
affectionate careſſes. One night, about the 
hour cf twelve, when Florella had retired 
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to reſt, ſome perſon rapped at the door of 
her cell. e 
Lou may come in,“ ſaid ſhe, © for [ 
have not barred the door.” 
It was the abbeſs. 
She ſtarted with aſtoniſhment! 

Be not-alarmed, my daughter,“ ſaid 

Anna, as {he preſſed her hand affectionate ly 
to her lips, I am come to fit with you; 
my mind, to-night, is not free from is 
unpleaſant refledions, and I want conſo · 
lation.“ | Fee 
Florella immediately quitted her bed, 
and dreſſed herſelf; and, as ſhe placed the 
picture of her mother in her boſom, ex- 
claimed, 4 

 * Talways take great care ofthis treaſure ; 
it is the picture of my mother; of her, 
whom I left when an infant, and have not 
ſeen fince our ſeparation, To meit is dearer 
than life; for it has preſerved my perſon 
from the moſt violent and brutal outrage.” 
Here ſhe accurately related to St. Anna 
the atrocious conduct of Jerome; but, be- 
fore ſhe had concluded her ſtory, the abbe ſs 
roſe from her ſcat, and, claſping Florella 
to her boſom, burſt into a flood of tears. 
A mutual filence for ſome time pre- 
vailed, when the abbeſs broke from her 
_ embraces, and, fixing her eyes ſteadfaſtly 
upanthe nun, drew aletter from her pocket, 
and gave it her to read, . The contents 
were as follow: | 
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To tie Virtuous and Benevolent Prioreſs ' 
ae C 
There is a nun, now, I am afraid, a 
wanderer upon the world, by name Flo- 
rella; ſne was formerly of your eonvent, but 
fled from it, under ſome apprehenſion that 
Biſſare would rigorouſly enforce the laws 
of the order, for à trivial fault. If ſhe 
ſhould ever return (and, perhaps, when I 
am no more, this may be tbe caſe,) look 
upon her as your daughter; treat her with 
compaſſion and kindneſs; love her, and 
protect her; for ſhe is the child of him who 
r , 
% Oh God lt is ſigned, Je ROME.“ 
be leuer dropt from her hand, and ſhe 
ſuns lifeleſs upon her bed. The abbeſs bad 
ſcarce recovered her, when the matin bell 
rang for prayers. They went together into 
the chapel, and, as they teturned, the morn- 
ing was Juſt breaking. After wandering, 
for ſome time, along the ſhady walks of the 
garden; to feel the refreſhing air that blew 
along the avenues, the abbeſs. recom- 
mended Florella to lie down upon her mat- 
treſs, and compoſe herſelf. FA Firms 
* To night, at twelve, ſaid ſhe, © you 
may expect me at your cell, when I will 
explain the dreadful myſtery.” Y 
She aſſectionately embraced her, and they 
ſeparated at the entrance of the cloiſters, 
Florella ſpent the day in her cell, over- 
powered by ſorrow and anxiety. She 
counted the clock as it ſtruck the hours, 
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until the time of midnight arrived; when 
ſhe ſtept ſoftly into the gallery. It was 
quite dark; ſhe liſtened with a degree of 
_ impatience, ſcarce to be conceived, for the 
footſteps of St. Anna. The light of a 
lamp at length beamed upon the wall 
fronting the ſtaircaſe, and, in a moment 
afterwards, ſhe ſaw the abbeſs appear, bear- 
ing as before, a lamp and crucifix. . . 

When ſhe entered the apartment, Flo- 
rella's health was inquired after with tender 
anxiety. 4 | $1. 
I am much better,” ſhe replied; © but 
my mind will ever dwell upon that inci- 
dent- of my life, with the moſt poignant 
horror.“ a 8 _ 

Let it not,” faid the abbeſs, as ſhe 
ſeated herſelf by the fide of Florella, © for 
my fake; be the means of making you un- 
happy. You are indebted to God for your 
preſervation, and:to me for your misfor- 
tunes. The tale, which I am about to relate 
to you, may appear ſtrange and unaccount- 
able; but it will diſcover truths that cannot 
long be concealed from the world. 

& Florella! I am the daughter of a poor 
cottager, who lived in the kingdom of Ar- 
rogan, and ſupported his family, conſiſtin 
of my mother and ſelf, by induſtry an 
hard labour, until the hand of God ſwept 
him from the world. This misfortune 
happened when I was about eighteen, The 
year after the death of my father is memo» 
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rable by the death of my mother. De- 
prived of two affectionate parents, I was left, 
a young and inexperienced orphan, on 
the world, in poverty, and deſtitute of 
friends. A neighbouring cottager, who 
had worked with my father in the foreſt, 
gave me an aſylum in his houſe, until 1 
could procure for my ſelf a ſituation in ſome 
family. The caſtle of Don Aſtura was not 
far diſtant from the village where Lreſided; 
and, one evening, as I was. weeping over 
the grave of my mother, a gentleman, in a 
hunting dreſs, aceoſted me, and affection- 
ately inquired into the gauſe of my ſorrow. 
When | bad faithfully related the misfor- 
tunes I had experienced, he defired me ta 
appear at the caſtle the next morning, and, 
in the interim, he would recommend me 
to the lady Aſtura. I was at the caſtle by 
the time he appointed, and the ſame per- 
ſon appeared in the hall, and de ſired me to 
follow him. I did ſo: and he led me into 
a room, where I ſound the lady Aſtura 
fitting at an organ, She immediately roſe 
from her ſeat, and, liſtening te my diſ- 
treſſes with the tendereſt compaſſion, pro- 
miſed me her countenance and protection. 
J lived in the family, for ſome time, in the 
capagity of attendant on ber ladyſhip's fe- 
male companion. I loved, at the time of 
evening, tio wander. amongſt the romantic 
walks of the beautiful garden, and liften to 
the parting ſongs of the birds that ſheltered 
themſelves in the ſolitude, I could play a 
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little upon the lute, and delighted to prac- 
tife my moſt favorite ſongs in a gtotto, at 
no great diſtance fron the grand walk that 
led to the eaſtle hall. One evening, in the 
height of fummer, after I had finiſhed my 
ſtore of ſongs, I fat at the window, to con- 
template the grandeur of thehanging clonds, 
as the ſun-beams ſhone upon them with 
unufual' ſplendor; when my reflections 
were diſturbed” by the appearance of our 
confeſſor. He approached me with reſpect, 
and, taking hold of my hand, requeſted I 
would indulge him with'a ſong. I com- 
plied. He ſeemed in raptures. He flat- 
tered me. He embraced me. My heart 
was open to diſſimulation; and, believing 


the moſt violent and inconfiſtent proteſta- 


tions, I looked upon him as my affectionate 
protector. Our friendſhip, or rather I may 


tay, love, increaſed every time we met; 


and, to be” vanity, he had my picture 
taken by an Italian artiſt, who came to 
finiſh ſome freſco paintings in the concert 
chamber. But I, too ſoon, diſcovered the 
effect of my imprudence; for-1 found my- 
ſelf pregnant. Yes, my Florella! thoſe un- 
timely interviews gave birth to you. Tou 
are the offspring of Jerome and St: Anna.” 

She claſped her to her boſom in the 
tranſports of paſſionate affefion. © 

No ſooner was my ſituation diſcovered 
by the ſervants, than I was-ordered to quit 
the caſtle, and, aw idea! found in Je- 

F-39b- | 
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rome, my ſeducer, a moſt inveterate perſe- 
cutor. He repreſented me to the lady Aſ- 
tura in the moſt deſpicable light, and inſiſt- 

ed upon my being driven from the caſtle, as 
an object unworthy of her protection and 
regard, In vain did I aſſert my elàim to pity 
and candour; in vain did I requeſt to tell 
my tale.—A1l ideas of humanity ſeemed to 
have deſerted her on the occafion; and I 
vs thruſt upon the world, in ignominy and 
diſgrace, a friendleſs and diſconſolate wan- 
derer. It was a ſevere night in winter, when 
Iſaw the caſtle gate ſhut agaioſt me; and, 
ſtrolling into the wood adjoining the 
grounds of Don Aſtura, I threw myſelf up- 
os the ground, in hopes that death would 
put an end to my ſufferings before the 
morning: but I was awakened from a light 
ſlumber; about day break, by the foreſter, 
who compaſſionately took me again to his 
cottage; and ſuffered me to remain there 
until I was brought to bed. About that 
time his wife died of a fever, and, at his re- 
queſt, I ſtaid with him for three years after 
my delivery. It was then that I determined 
to quit the world for ever. Jerome, I was 
informed, had left the caſtle, to ſupply a 
vacancy in the order of St. Dominic, at Ma- 
drid. This circumſtance gave freſh vigour 
to my expeRation: accordingly, one even- 
ing, I fled from the cottage, leaving you to 
the care of the foreſter, with the following 
„%% 65 15A 10 th 
The wretch, wha leaves with you ber 
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daughter, is tired of exiſtence in the world; 
ſhe ſeeks a ſanctuary of nuns. If you take 
the child Florella to the caſtle, the Lady 

Aſtura will provide for her. 
From the time Lentered the convent, to 
the hour in which Idiſcovered you, I could 
gain no tidings whatever of your fate. My 
applications to the foreſter were fruitleſs: 
he conſtantly replied, that he carried you, 
according to my directions, to the caſtle, 
and had never ſeen you fince. I endea- 
vour:d, by means of the porter, to learn 
ſomething concerning your fate from the 
family, but in vain. Let us forget, my dear 
Florella, the name of your unfortunate and 
iniquitous father; Lam now miſtreſs of an 
aſylum, where the footſteps of impiety 
ſhall never enter, to diſturb the hallowed 
tranquillity that reigns within its walls. My 
life ſhall be devoted to religion; and may- 
the horrid example of Jerome be conſi der- 
ed as an awful inſtance of the Almighty's 
vengeance, when his name is blaſphemed 
by-man!” :..; A 5 
St. Anna inquired how Florella came by 
the picture. 8 | = 
The lady Aſtura,” ſaid ſhe, © when ſhe 
ſent me to this convent, gave it me, and 
told me it was the picture of my mother, 
which was prelented to her as a rx 
of beautiful painting by Jerome: Keep it, 
ſaid ſhe, © as the ſacred emblem of a victim 
to the moſt artful villany, and look upon 
| n 85497 
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me as your friend and me Her 
death happened ſoon after I entered the 
convent, and, ever ſince that unfortunate 
event, I have indulged no hope of meeting 
with a friend in the world. 

The abbeſs claſped her to her — 92 
« But in me,” ſaid the, you find a mo- 
ther. 929 | 
At this inſtant; 3 were heard * 
üly pacing along the gallery. 

I cannot find the abbeſs,” ſome one 
exclaimed, as ſhe paſſed the door of the 
cell. My God! what ſhall we do?“ 

St. Anna entered the gallery. She was 
inſdantly ſurrounded by leveral nuns. who 
exclaimed, , 

Oh, mother! Meliffa is at the point of 

death; ſhe raves in diſtraction, and con- 

res calls upon the name of our deceaſed 
bbels, and Florella. ?? 

"Bt. Anna inquired into the —_ of ior 

inſanity. No one could inform her. 
The eries of Meliſſa now echoed along 
the gallery. It was near morning. 

„The ſun ſhines,” exclaimed the diſ. 
tracted nun, © but to illuminate my dark 
and helliſh deeds. Biſſare invites me to the 
clouds; but ſhe fits upon a throne, encir- 
cled by a flame of ſulphureous fire. - Oh, 
Florella | -pardon _me.—-Catherine ! thy 
bloody, "ay ſtill viſits me. Down, down, 
to the grave! 

A ſolemn pauſe: enſued, and the abbeſs, 
attended by her nuns, proceeded tothecell, 


where che unfortunate female lay naked on 
her mattreſs. As they entercd the apart- 


ment, ſhe {ang the following long, to an af- 
fecting and melancholy air— | 


Every night, and every morn, 
Buy a fifter's cold death bed, 
'  Thave dwelt, a while to mourn 
_ ſufferings of the ſcrrow'd dead. 
No flow'r or hallow'd ſhrub grew there, 
No yew tree wav'd with ſullen gloom. 
Nought, but Meliffa's filent teag, 
Bedeck d the murder'd veſlal's tomb. 


| She burſt into a flood of tears, as ſhe re- 
peated the laſt line. The abbeſs ſpoke to 
her. She looked piteouſly at the ſurround- 
ing ſiſters, and began to ſing again. 

I hbe abbeſs ordered all the nuns to quit 

the cell, except two of the elder ones, 
whom ſhe requeſted to attend upon the diſ- 
trated veſtal. They remained with Me- 
liſſa during the day, and at midnight ſent 
a meſſage to the abbeſs, that ſhe wiſhed. to 
ſee her. St. Anna ordered them to retire 
to reſt; ſhe found the nun confiderably 
better, and, ſeating herſelf on her couch, 
requeſted to know if ſhe had every thing 
ſhe deſired. 

« Yes,” ſaid Meliſſa, 9 want nothing, 
| tai peace of mind.” 

She looked wildly at the abbeſs. 
There is a God, St. Anna! and, Sy 
fay, he is juſt and merciful.” 

The abbeſs took her by the hand. 

Be comforted; Meliſſa; and if you 
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have any circumſtance upon your mind, 

that tends to aggravate the ſeverity of your 
diſtreſſing malady, diſcloſe it to me in- 
ſtamly. “ 

« T will, L will,” ſaid the nun, er- 
ing with horror; ; and folding her arms 
around her neck, © but let us firſt. go to 
prayers.” 

The abbeſs complied with her requeſt, 
and maſs was ſaid by her bed- ſide. 

After the ceremony was concluded, the 
nun hegged that no perſon might be in the 
room, whilſt ſhe diſcloſed to her che ſecret 
which brought on her diſorder. 

When the abbeſs was left alone with 
her, ſhe began, in the following manner: 

Lock upon me as a murderer, deteſt 
me, as a fend of eruelty; I have broken my 
vo vs, and violated the ſacred duty of daugh - 
ter, friend, and ſiſter. Biſſare, the late Wl 
fated abbeſs, was my mother, Ah, lady! 
look not fo ſtern upon me: ſhe was an 
abandoned female, and inſtilled into- my 
mind the principles of cruelty and injuſtice. 
She murdered Catherine, daughter of Don 
Juan de Caſtillas. She was called Clara, 
to deceive the ſiſterhood. | 

«© Great God!” exclaimed the abbeſs, as 
ſhe roſe from the couch. 

Stay, ſtay; for God's ſake do not leave 
me! you promiſed to hear wy complaints, 
and comfort me.” 

« Comfort!—you bare no . of for- 
giveneſs left.” —— 
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% No hopes of forgiveneſs left!” cried 

the diſtracted nun; as ſhe burſt-into a tran- 

tie fit of ſorrow; .* Lord God of heaven!“ 
The abbeſs continued, 

To precipitate into eternity the ſoul of 
a friend, is to incur the moſt levere * 
nation of God. 

Friend! Catherine was dearer to me 
than a friend. She was, by the laws of our 
religion, my ſiſter; her bones lie hid be - 
death the floor of this cell ; but they ſball 
not be removed; for I have prayed and wept 
over them until they are become hallowed 
by my tears. Oh, "Us Was e | 
murdered!” 

She pauſed. 
There is a whiſpering i in the room, 
Hark! Heard you not a fight” “ 
The abbe ſs again attempted to quit the 
room. 
Meliſſa graſped her firmly by the band. 
© You ſhall not ſtir from dis place,“ 
ſhe cried ſternly, until you have heard the 
coneluſion of my ſtory. It was a damnable 

and hideous deed, | acknowledge; but m o 
mother forced me to execute it. Yes; Bi 
ſare ſtood over me, whilſt I \planged this 
dagger in Catherine's heart.” 

She drew from beneath the bed leben 
a bloody poniard, and gazed upon it with 
inexpreſſible looks of horror. f 

St. Anna ſhrieked: but the nuns had re- 
tired to reſt, and filence ane in every 
part of the — 28 p 
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A Adreadful pauſe of ſome minutes enſued. 
The cauſe of her death,; ſaid the nun, 
in a kind of whiſper, Was her being preg- 
nant by, a holy friar. I knew him well; but 
he now moulders in his grave: his name 
was Francis. I have ever repented the deed; 
and, whenever an opportunity offered, I 
haunted him, to diftreſs his mind for think- 


ing of ſuch a bloody feheme. Oh! Biſſare 


was a wicked mother“ . 
bdbe turned ſuddenly towards the abbeſs. 
« Florella too,” ſhe cried, has been the 


vidim of my iniquity. It was I; St. Anna, 


that adviſed Jerome, ſecretly, of all her 


haunts ;'it was [-that laid the ſcheme for her 


ruin. It was I that detained her in the por» 
er's houſe, purpoſely for the baſe deſigns 
of Jerome. Tell her, that I beg her for- 


giveneſs.“ 


The abbeſs, no longer able to endure the 
horrors that the nun's confeſſion oceaſioned 


in her mind, ruſhed from the room, and 


fled precipitately through the gallery, call- 
ing aloud for the ſiſters to appear. It was 
ſoon crowded with affrighted nuns. She 
related to them the ſituation of Meliſſa, and 
begged of the ſiſterhood to go inſtantly and 
attend her. They arrived too late; the un- 


fortunate nun was found wéltering in her 


blood upon the floor from a wound, given 
by her own hand, with the dagger that was 


encruſted with Catherine's blood. 
They raifed ber from the floor, and en- 
deavoured, with the aſſiſtance of Merenda, 
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the ſiſter phyſician, to ſtop the effuſion of 
blood, but to no effect: the dagger had by 
repeated ſtrokes penetrated too far, and Me- 
liſſa ſoon expired in the greateſt agony. 
The abbeſs, after the accuſtomed cere- 
monies uſed on ſuch occaſions were per- 
formed, defired the body tobe removed into 
the chapel for interment ; and attended by 
the: whole fiſterhood, ſherraiſed the floor 
of Meliſſa's cell, and diſcovered the moul- 
dering bones of Catherine, She had been 
buried in her dreſs, and the roſary and 
crols/remained entire. Horror and diſtreſs 
reigned in every boſom, - All recollcGed 
the myſterious circuuiſtance of Jurgutha's 
diſappearance, and the ſolemn proceſſion 
on the occaſion; when the abbeſs gave out 
that ſhe was taken to heaven, in the night, 
by an angel. The myſtery was now un- 
ravelled, The bones of the unfortunate 
Catherine were collected, and depoſited in 
the tomb which was before erected to her 
memory; and the remains of Meliſſa inter- 
red in the vaults belonging to the chapel 
of the Inquiſition, as a mark of diſre ſpect 
to her character. Solemn and pathetic 
dirges were annually ſung by the ſiſterhood 
at the tomb of Catherine, which was looked 
upon as aſhrine, ſacred to the ſufferings of 
innocence and virtue. Her croſs and roſarx 
were depoſited in the church amongſt 
eſteemed relics ; and her fate kept a ſecret 
from her friends and the public, to prevent 
the diſagreeable conſequences that would 


nnn 
ſmevitably have reſulted from the diſcovery 
of ſuch a barbarous proceeding. EY 
The (convent now became the ſeat of 


happineſs and ſtrict devotion. ' St Anna, 


having been ihe dupe and victim of religi- 


ous artifice and deceit, juſtly thought, that 


the confeſſional chair of the order was more 
fit to be occupied by one of her own ſex, 
than the young luſty friars of St. Dominic; 


the therefore preſided in it -herſelf.. It 


_ cauſed a great tumult amongſt the holy 
men of the day.; but ſhe ſucceeded in her 
ſcheme, and, on thoſe days which were de- 


dicated tothe ſaints, ſhe uſually heard con- 


ſeſſions. The convent chapel was then 
open to the public; and, one evening, as 


ſhe ſat in ſtate in the confeſſional, with her 
ear placed againit the aperture, a voice 


_ whiſpered, 


* Suppoſe, lady, I ſhould, in thoſe 
deſperate hours of love, when nought is 
thought of but the attainment of the object 
of our hearts; ſuppoſe, I ſay, lady, I 
ſhould break through the barriers of reli- 
gion, and ſteal away a nun from your con- 


vent.“ | 


& You will be puniſhed as you deſerve 


by the Holy Inquiſition.” | 

As the perſon withdrew from the ſpot, 
St. Anna peeped throvgh the aperture, and 
diſcovered a tall man, wrappedin a ſoldier's 
cloak, with a military feather in his hat, 
ſtalk down the aiſle of the chapel. It was 
near midnight, ere ſhe had received the ri - 
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diculous confeſſions of all the penitents 
preſent; but her mind was too much en- 
gaged, in endeavouring to unravel the 
myſterious queſtton put to her by the 
ſtranger, to afford the delinquent much 
conſolation, by her anſwers. She had 
not long retired to reſt, when ſhe heard 
fome perſons under the garden wall with 
muſic; ſhe roſe inſtantly, and opened the 
windows. The night was calm and beau- 
tiful; and, as the ſoft airs floated upon the 
breeze, ſhe liſtened to them with an un- 
uſual degree of rapture and attention. In 
a few minutes it ceaſed. As ſhe remained 
at the window, in expectation of hearing it 
again, ſhe obſerved the form of a female 
glide down one of the avenues. Her ſenſes 

were awakened; ſhe no longer liſtened for 
the muſic, but, hurrying on her clothes, 
* her apartment, and, relating her 

tſcovery to three confidential nuns, went, 
accompanied by them, into the garden, in 
ſearch of the fugitive. They traverſed the 
moſt ſecret parts, with no effect, until they 
came oppoſite to a rugged tower that rofe 
above the wall covered with ivy. They there 
diſcovered a man ſeated upon a projection 
of the ruin, apparently waiting for the ap- 
proach of ſome perſon in the garden. As 
the moon ſhone upon the ſcene, they could 
plainly perceive him to be a cavalier of ſome 
diſtinQion, by the diamonds which ſparkled 
in his hat, and thoſe that adorned the hilt 
of his ſword. 
| T 
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theſe obey revels, that will <qual the 
_ crime.” - 

She had not uttered the words a moment, 
when a nun appeared clad i in a deep black 
vel 

% My love, m my adored angel!” * the 
cavalier, as he ſprang from the wall to tbe 


ground, I thought the night would have 


paſſed without my ſeeing you.” l 


„ Huſh!” ſhe cried; © my mother is 
awake. I heard the chamber window open 


as I deſcended the ſtairs in the tower next 
her cell. If ſhe ſhould detect ys, Iam 15 
for ever. 

8 lapofible ſaid the marquis, * by 
this ſacred kiſs, III“ 

“ Hold;” cried the abbeſs, as ſhe ruſhed 
between them with a drawn dagger ; ce yio- 
late the chaſtity of thoſe lips, and you die.” 

The ſhrieks of Florella inſtantly brought 
his attendants upon the wall, 

** Fly!” ſaid the abbeſs to her nuns, «*fly 
to the great gate, and cry through we 
ſtreets the ſituation we are in.“ 

e Hear me,” exclaimed the marquis, as 
he threw himſelf on his knees, © hear me, 
before you attempt the facrifice of my life. 
Suffer me to retire undiſturbed from the 
garden, this night, and to-morrow I pledg 0 
myſelf to explain the whole of this affair.” 

At the interceſſion ofthe nuns, this requeſt 
Was not, without difficulty, granted. The 
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marquis retired to bis lodgings, diſturbedto 
a degree by this unfortunate adventure. He. 
curfed the impolitic ſpeech he whiſpered, 
in a moment of levity, in the ear of the old 
abbefs, as ſhe ſat in her confeſſional. He lay 
the whole night deviſing upon the beſt 
means to explain the mattec to the abbeſs. 

At firſt he thought of concealing his birth. 
and fortune; but, upon reflection, he ſup- 
poſed, that acting ug pete might, in 
ſome meaſure, be the means of quieting the 
tempeſt he had raiſed in St. Anna's mind. 
He therefore purſued this reſolution, and 

wrote the following letter to the abbels: 
 * MOST. WORTHY OF YOUR SEX, VÞ 
The nun, with whom I am in love, 
being your daughter, I think myſelf bound 
by that circumſtance alone to act with 
truth and honour. My affeQion is un- 
bounded; it eannot be eraſed. by contemp- 
or inattention from any one but the object 
of my heart. Our meetings have been ſe- 
cret; but thoſe hours have never been de- 
voted to the licentious triumph of our paſ- 
tions. I am a nobleman: my..title is the 
Marquis de la Meridas, nephew to Don 
Aſtura, who left me his poſſeſſions, which 
lie in the kingdom of Arragon. They are 
ample in the extreme. Let me reſcue 
your daughter from the inconſiderate and 
worthleſs vows impoſed upon her by her 
religion. I have it in my power to effect 
ie. Conſtant in my affection, I vow to God 
never to quit yOTY until ſhe is in my poſ- 
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ſeſſion, if you refuſe me this requeſt. Is it 
in St. Anna's diſpoſition to bury innocence, 
virtue, and beauty, in the gloomy eloiſters 
of a convent ? Can ſhe witneſs her daugh- 
ter, in the prime of life, bending before the 
ſhrine of ſome departed ſaint, and telling a 
few amber beads, rather than have her a 
beloved mother of a happy family ? Ohno, 


ſhe will cheriſh the affection Florella en- 


tertains for me, and, by releafing her from 


her religious engagements, reſtore peace 


tomy boſom, and happineſs to hers. 
1 ME RID AS.“ 
He read it over feyeral times; he found 
it not the exact prototype of his imagina- 
tion; but his mind was too deeply agitated, 
to make it better. He diſpatched a ſervant 


With it to the convent, and bid him wait 


for an anſwer. . 
When the abbeſs had in ſome meaſure 
recovered her confuſion and terror, ſhe or- 
dered Flcrella into her cell, and perempto- 
rily demanded the keys of her eſerutoiie. 
The girl at firſt refuſed to obey the man- 
date, by the accuſtomed ariifice of burſting 


into tears; it had no effect upon her mo- 


ther; ſhe forced them from her, and, bur- 
ry ing to her cell, opened the drawers with 
all the furor of an Inquiſitorial familiar. 
She diſcovered nothing of any conſequenoe; 


nnfiniſbed drawings, and preſerved flow- 


ers, alone occupied its ſecret receſſes. A 
ſuſpicious glance, however, from St. Anna,, 
upon the countenance of her daughter, 


OY "OY ab «@ 4 a n 85 


3; 


( 209 ) | 
bathed'in tears, procured the teſtimonials 
of Florella's guilt. | 

Spare me, my dear mother, and I will 
diſcover all. There,” ſhe cried, trembling 
with dreadful apprehenſion, © there they 
are. You will find them all there,” 

'She put into her mother's hands a ſmall 


model of the Virgin Mary. The abbeſs 


examined it with attention, and difcovered 
the lady to be hollow, with a little trap 
door at the bottom of her embroidered 
petticoat; ſhe ſtarted with horror; for, on 
opening it, a multitude of amorous billets 
tumbled out of the lady's ſanctuary. She 


read ſome of them with diſtraction. They 


were ſigned Jeroth. | 
Jerome!“ ſhe exclaimed, © Jerome! 
e 
Mother, they are not the letters you 
want.” ers 2 8 | 
She ran to the table, and preſented one 
from the number to her mother. The ſeal 
bore an impreſſion of Don Aſtura's arms 
She ſtarted with ſurpriſe. At that moment 
a nun entered with a letter, directed to the 
abbe ſs She opened it with an unaccount- 
able tremor— It was from the marquis 
She turned to the affrighted Florella— 
Where did you firſt fee him?“ 
© In the chapel of the Auguſtine friars.“ 
And do you love him?” ſhe exclaimed. 
„Ohl my dear mother, beyond every 
thing in the ſhape of man, I have ever yet 


witneſſed. | 


66 i 
« I muſt treat you rigorouſly,” ſaid St. 
Anna, © for the ſake of obſerving the rules 
of the order; but you will bear it with pa- 
tience, and conſider it only as a preliminary 
ſtep to your future happineſs.” 
Oh, my dear mother!” 
« Huſh! the nuns are in the gallery.— 
J ſhall ſummons you, in about an hour, to 
the parlour, in order to explain to you the 
enormity of your crimes, and paſs the ſen- 
| tence adjudged upon you by the council of 
elders.” 5 : 
She left the cell, and found a eroud of 
nuns gathered together upon the ſtairs of 
che gallery. They diſperſed at her requeſt, 
each one conjecturing what would become 
of poor Florella. The abbeſs inſtantly diſ- 
patched an anſwer to the Marquis's leiter. 
It was to the following effect: 
*© DEAR MARK AU IS, | 
Come, inſtantly to the convent, and de- 
fire to ſpeak with me. ST. ANNA,” 
Rapture ſparkled in his eyes when he 
read thoſe few emphatic words. He wrap- 
ped himſelf in his cloak, and went inſtamly 
to the convent grate. He demanded to ſee 
the abbeſs. As he paſled thro? a part of the 
cloiſters to the audience parlour, the nuns 
peeped at bim with as much curioſity as if 
he had been a native of one of the new diſ- 
covered iſlands. As he entered the room, 
the abbeſs roſe from her ſeat, and took him 
by the band. | z 
ls it poſſible,” ſhe cried, “ that th 
Marquis de la Meridas can condeſcend to 
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give his hand to the daughter of the ill-fated 
St. Anna?” | wo . 

And do you ſuppoſe,” he replied, © that 
the daughter of St. Anna is unworthy tn 
ſhare with me my poſſeſſions. I love her, 
St. Anna! and, tho* born in Old Caſtile, 
would forego the greateſt of all earthly ad- 
vantages, to live with my Florella.”—— 
But mark me—if you have laid this 
ſcheme, purpoſely, to impoſe upon my cre- 

dulity, and diſhonour my daughter“ — 

_ * Merciful Father!“ he exclaimed, as he 
lifted his eyes to heaven, “ if I debaſe the 
character of a man, may Lincur the wrath- 
ful vengeance of my God, and be.delivered 
up to juſtice, as an example to mankind?” 
lle produced letters, which bore the bg- 

nature of Don John De Modena, brother to 
his aunt: in which the abbeſs obſerved, he 
lamented that his nephew's affection ſhould 
be placed upon an unattainable object; pro- 
miles to apply to the pope for a diſpenſati- 
on, to releaſe her from her vows, and a 
friendly offer of any ſervices that lay within 
his power to promote Lis happineſs. 

Theſe letters had great weight with St. 
Anna. She had, during her refidence at the 
caſtle,frequently obſerved, that Don John 
De Modena had the confidence of his filler, 
and, ever ſinee the period when her huſband 
was killed in a battle with the Moors, that 
ſhe always looked up to him for advice and 
protection. | | 

“ There is no one perſon on earth to 


whom I ſhould prefer my daughter to be 
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united, than to the Marquis of Meridas. 
Your aunt befriended me. in my diſtreſs, 
and to Florella behaved as a mother. But, 
although my daughter is not bound, by 
any vows, to a life of celibacy within the 
walls of this convent, ſeveral very ſerious 
circumſtances occur, to prevent your im- 
mediaie union. She has tranſgreſſed the 
ſtrict rules of the order; and, in ſo doing, 
niuſt ſuffer the punichment preſeribed by 
the laws.“ 
Tou will not,” be exclaimed; 7 you 

cannot hart her!? ; 

The puniſhment is ſevere; but whin 
the clock ſtrikes two, if you appear upon 
the ſame broken part of the wall, as you 
did when we diſcovered you, with a con- 
feſſor, the marriage may be celebrated in 
our chapel.” 

Oh God! the bour is two? FE 

n 

And with a prieſt, upon kh broken 
tower?” 

n 

Fare wel then, till that au ſpicious hour?” 

Hequitted the monaſtery, and retired to 
his lodgings, almoſt overpowered with the 
exceſs of joy, this unexpected change in 
his fortune created. He immediately diſ- 
patched a ſervant to the firſt convent for 
a prieſt. The good father arrived, lored 
with holineſs and civility. | 

* My buſineſs with you, father” ex- 
claimed the marquis, “ is no leſs than to 
requeſt vo will marry me.“ | | 
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It ſhall be complied with,good Segnor.” 

He was preparing himſelf to officiate.— 

Not now, my prince of ſacrifices! but 
at two o'clock tomorrow morning.” 7 

At two o'clock to-morrow morning.” 

Ves. Can youclimb a wall? and dare 
yon marry me toamn?” | 
A nun!” cried the affrighted father ; f 
* not for the thumb of St. Paul.“ 
No; I believe that: but will you for 
the wallet of St. Peter, and its contents?“ 
Hie threw a purſe upon the table, filled 
with gold. All ideas of virtue vaniſhed; 
and, as the conſcientious father flipt it into 
his fide pocket (a trap, no doubt, for many 
good things. — | 

Tell fps ſaid he,in a whiſper «a here 
I am to meet you, at the appointed hour?” 
© By the north tower of St. Catherine's 
monallery.” 

66 St. Catherine's. I will be there in 
waiting.” 

During this curious interview between 
the marquis and the friar, poor Florella 
was, upon a long hearing before the coun- 
cil of elders, condemncd to be confined in 
a priſon, under the chapel, for the ſpace 
of a month, upon bread and water. She 
heard her ſentence with an affected degree 
of horror, that ſeemed to ſpeak the language 
of contrition. It was mitigated to two days. 
Night drew near; and preparations were 
making for conducting Florella, with pom- 
povs form, to her priſon. Ihe clock ſtruck 
twelve. The nuns had aſſenibled in the 


iz (ns ) i 
great chamber. St. Anna ſeated herſelf in 
the midſt of them, and mancuvred away 


the time, diſcufling unimportant ſubjects, 


until it ſiruck one; ſhe then ordered the 


proceſſion to begin. It marched to the 
chapel with great ſolemnity, and, after 
having lodged Florella in her priſon, re- 


turned to the -convent. Exactly as the 


clock ſtruck two, the marquis appeared 


upon the wall, ſupporting the trembling 
prieſt; who looked upon the probability of 


his falling from the tower, with more hor- 


ror, than the crime of unning a female en- 
thuſiaſt with a man of gallantry. He de- 
ſcended, with great dread and difficulty, 
and accompanied the marquis to the chapel. 
They found the abbeſs waiting their ap- 


proach at the door. She conducted them to 


the altar; and, taking a lamp which ſhe had 
ſecreted for the purpoſe, deſcended into 
the vault, where Floretla was immured. 
In a few minutes ſhe appeared with the 
affrighted veſtal at the altar. The marquis 
claſped her in his arms, and the prieſt im- 
mediately performed the ceremony. When 
it was concluded, St. Anna embraced her 
daughter, and, after bidding them an affee- 
tionate fare wel, let them through a wicket 
into the ſtreet, to the great joy of the friar, 
who expected to aſcend the wall again, 


without the aſſiſtance of Jacob's ladder, or 


the wings of Gabriel, at the hazard of his 
„ | 

St. Anna, the next morning, related the 
affair to the fiſterhood. Expreſſions of 
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alarm and aſtoniſhment. ran through the 
whole multitude. Her marriage appeared 
to them in a different light, to- what it did 
to the abbeſs. They looked upon the tranſ- 
action, as an act, unholy and impure. She 
wiſely conſidered it as the moſt effectual 
ſtep to ſecure her daughter in the poſſeſſion 
of wealth and happineſs. Ina little time, 
the circumſtance, ſo repngnant to the prin- 
ciples of the inſtitution, was forgotten ; and 
St. Anna, by her unparalleled conduct, be- 
came revercd more than ever by the ſiſters. 

Florella ſeldom viſited her mother, but, in 
her letter, ſaid, ſhe experienced, from the 
marquis, the moſt tender and affectionate 
regard. That her hours wefe crowned with 
ſplendor and happine ſs, and from her atten- 
tion to the peaſantry, reſiding near the 
caſtle, ſhe had become their adoration. 


— 


CHAPTER X. 


« Such a houſerbroke! 
So noble a maſter fallen! all gone, and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him.“ 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 


ONE evening, as Don Alphonſo and the 
party were quitting a valley on the borders 
of Arragon, the big drops of rain. that fell 
at intervals, foretold the approach of a 
ſtorm, They returned intothe ſolitude, and, 
taking ſhelter in one of the caverns, waitcd 
patiently for the ceaſing of the ſhower. 

After the ſtorm had continued with great 
violence for more than two hours, it ſeemed 
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ſomewhat abated; a tranſient beam of the 
ſetting ſun illumined, for a moment, the 
ſummit of the oppoſite rock; and, as Ale xo 
looked into the valley, he ſaw the poſtilion 
raſh out of the receſs he had choſen for 
the carriage, as one wild with terror. gen 
he approached, be cried aloud, 

* have ſeen him! I have Len bim; aby 
the Virgin's purity have I.” ; 

« Seen who?” ſaid Alko. 
„Oh! the devil! he peeped at me federal 
times through a hole in the rock, with 
eyes as big as the moon: be petrified the. 
poor beaſts with his ſulphureous breath; 
and, no doubt, if I had ſtopped, he would 
have played his trick upon me in the fame 
manner.” 

Thefellow's appearance Re Alexo 
his fears were not imaginary ;and he deſired 
he would conduct him to the devil's apart- 
ment. They entered a uy recels, 
where the carriage, with the horſes, ſtood 
perfectly ſafe and uninjured. 

* How is this?” ſaid Alexo: *I ſee no 
alteration 1 in either the horſes or the car- 
ria”... 

That may be; but, by the rod of 
Moſes, I ſaw him, be went through 
yon bole,” pointing to a ſmall aperture at 
the extremity. of the cavern. 

Alexo drew his ſword, and defired Gra- 
do to follow him. 

Not for acardinal's hat would I venture 
to hunt after him. The devil is no ſuch a 
pleaſant fellow to meet in a dark cave.” 
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7:06 Then go and fetch the remainder 5 
the party,” ſaid Alexo; © the ſecret ave- 
nues of this cavern muſt be explored.” 
On their arrival, Grado furniſhed him 
with a lighted torch, by means of a bottle 
of phoſpoxos, which he conſtantly carried 
about him, for fear of being benighted onthe 
wilds, or foreſts, deſtitute of inhabitaats. 
Alexo bad nat penetrated farintothe receſs, 


before he turned to Bertram, who had fol- 


lowed him, and expreſſed his intention of re- 
turning; concluding from the horridappear- 
ance of the cavern, wet and infeſted with 
reptiles, that no human being could poſſibly 
exiſt in ſuch a noiſome place. When they 


had juſt reached the entrance of the pa- 755 
ſage, a beam of light darted from a ball 


aperture in the rock on the right hand fide. 

Ale xo cautiouſly ſurveyed the ſpot; and, 
as he was about to enter, a man (bearing A 
lamp in his right hand, clothed in a coarſe 
woollen robe, girded about him with a 
| knotted cord, and with a beard of a confi- 
derable length) intercepted him, and with 
a deſigning frown, bade him depart. 

. « [came not,” ſaid Alexa, © to interrupt 
the happineſs you enjoy in this ſolitary 
place; but merely to ſatisfy my doubt, as 
to this cavern's being the reſort of a human 
being.” 

The man waved his hand for him to re- 
turn.— He inſtantly quitted the receſs; 
and, having reached the party, pronaty | 
related bis PR; to Alphonſo. 5 


1 
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Well, Segnor,“ ſaid'Grads;*Hhave you 
diſcovered the pfint of his cloven feet? for 
they ſay, that rocks harder than adamant 
receive the impreſſion of his n if he 

happens to walk over them??? 
At this moment à loud Clap of öder 
burſt over the valley, and the ſtorm, after 
a pauſe of ſome minutes, incfentech with 
redoubled violence. The beaſts;/ tekeies 
at the quick flaſhes of the Hghtmng be- 

came unruly, _ e n IA! 
Grado attributed this circumſtanet to 
the devil he had ſeen in the cavern; and, 
Jearful of being ſwallowed by ſome infer- 
nal ſpirit, begged of them to depart in- 


. - "#antly, and he would drive tent to the 


village in no time. This propoſal was uni- 
verfally rejected; for the ladies, fearful that 
-the horſes wighr overpower the rider, con- 
ſented to remain in the cavern, until the 
| 45 earance of the {ſky was ſuch as to inſure 

ty and ſafe journey to the village. As 
they were waiting anxiouſly for the ceaſing 
of the ſhower, Cleanthe ſprang from ber 
ſeat, and, ruſhing into the arms of her fa- 
ther, excliinied; 
God of heaven! what dreadful formi is 
that approaching 1 > A 

Alexo turned inſtantly, and ere 
the anchorite he had cen in the receſs 
coming towardsthern. Wher he had nearly 
reached the ſpot where the travellers were 
farting, he thus addreſſed them . 
„ Strangers, to me alone this gloomy 
8 er. a pleaſing aſylum. To 
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vou, who are familiar with the world, it is 


alarming ;- and my appearance, no. doubt, 
is horrid in tbe extreme; but, it is conſiſ- 


tent with my own ſeclings, and the duty 1 


d we to my religious vows, The night ſeems - 


ſet. in with an awful tempeſt, and the dan- 
ger.of eroſſing the plain, at the extremity 
of this valley, being very great after dark, 
if, you will ſhare with me the food that I 
am contented: with, and remain in my re- 


treat until the morrow, you ſhall come 10 


no harm, and Iwill make you welcome.” 
„ Difiruſ and terror ſeemed to ſit on every 
countenance.: .... 
% Nay,” he continued, 4e Joo upon me 


2 that which I am, a poor and harmleſs 


anchorite, one ho ſtudies the philoſophy 
of nature, one Who has ſhunned all inter- 
courſe with the world, and ſeeks, in this 
ſolitary abode, the calm and penſive plea- 
lures of reflection. I am no bang but the 
victim of treachery. You ſeem. to doubt 
the.truth of my alleruonss but, ſarely, if I 
was, diſpoſed to act the vil ain, four are ſuF- 
ficient to,overpower one.? 

The travellers, who oy been ſeveral 


times deceived, cautiouſly Fender him 


concerning his mode of ſiving, and the 


cauſe for ſecreting himſelf in the ſolitudes 
of fo wild and ,unfrequented a place. 


„ I cannot,” ſaid he, © explain the myſ- 
tery bere; but if you conſent to pafs the 


night with me, in wy U. 9ne will re- 
late the io of "PF. N 


: 


\ 
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The ſtorm ſtill continued with great fury, 
and the horrid idea of remaining in the 
cold and damp receſs of the rock obliged 
them, reluctantly, to comply with the an- 
chorite's requeſt, and dra wing their ſwords, 


bade him lead the way to his dwellipg- 


Grado was deſi red to looſe the animals from 
the carriage, and proceed to a ſequeſtered 
part of the ſolitude, where the ànchorite 
ſaid he would meet him, and point out a 
ſecure place to lodge the beaſts in, full of 
good puſturage, aud ſheltered from the 
weather. This injunction poor Grado was 
obliged to comply with, but not before he 
had. repeated his flock of prayers for the 
fſuafety of his perſon from accidents: the 
- ſoul he left to ſlüft for itſelf. The travel- 
lers, after following the ſtranger through 
ſeveral unfrequented path-ways, arrived at 
a decayed Pay of ſleps, which the ancho- 
rite aſcended, followed by bis gueſts; and, 
opening a door at the top, he conducted 
them thro' a gloomy avenue of tall foreſt 
trees, that overſhadowed a venerable ruin. 
The ſtillneſs of the ſolitude, the fluttering. 
of the night birds as the light approached, 
and the rolling of the diſtant thunder, pre- 
ceded by the blue fircams of lighining, 
impreſſed them with ſenſations of horror 
and alarm. Their many narrow eſcapes 
from the premeditated deſigns of villany, 
afforded them the mortifying reflection, 
that credulity is a rooted failing in man- 
kind, and ſeldom capable of being cor- 
rected by experience. They paſſed through 


by 


1 | 
a part of the cloiſters that were ſtanding, 
and, after ſome little difficulty, gained a 
wicket; which led into a ſmall oratory, 


which was entire, and afforded a ſhelter 


from the inhoſpitable elements. On enter- 


ing this hallowed retreat, they diſcovered a 


good fire blazing on the hearth, and a plen- 
tiful ſupply of dry wood piled by the ſide. 
A few old gothic chairs, and an oak table, 
were the principal part of his furniture. A 
number of books lay upon the table, anda 


large cupboard (no doubt the repoſitory of 


many good comforts in the days ofthe holy 
friars, who inhabited the monaſtery) ſerved 


him as a ſtore room. He ſet before them 
fruit, bread, and ſome weak wine, on which 
they feaſted, with an appetite proof againſt © 

the whimſical nicettes of the palate. As they 


were regaling themſelves in this manner, and 
thanking the hermit for his bounty, a voice, 
without, was heard crying for aſſiſtance. 
Hark!“ ſaid Alphonto. I hear the 
voice, of ſome. perſon without.“ 
Their ſwords were inſtantly drawn, and 


expecting the hermit had betrayed them 


into the hands of robbers, they were going 
to ſacrifice him to their fury, when he recol- 
lefted poor Grado had been forgotten. 

« I will inſtantly go in ſearch of him,” 
ſaid he, and, lighting a torch at the fire, 
left the chapel a different way to that by 
which they entered. Every one alike feltthe 
ſevereſt pangs of ſuſpicion and terror. The 
ſecuruy a ſolitude 5 ſequeſtered night at- 


” 
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{ord to villains, ereated an alarm in the 


minds of the females, that almoſt bordered 
upon diſtraction. Alexo, in company with 
Bertram, began ſearehing the apartment. 


They diſcovered nothing that at all con- 
firmed their ſuſpieions, until they liſted up 
an old piece of cloth whieh lay in a remote 
and dark corner of the building, when they 


diſcovered a coffin. Starting backwards, 
they appeared, as it were, ehained to the 
ſpot with horror, which was perceived by 
Alphonſo, who, ſuſpecting ſomething more 


than common was the eauſe, contrived to 
amuſe the ladies, in ſuch a manner, ' that 


they did not witneſs their attitudes. A lexo 
- lifted up the lid of the coffin, and, to their 
utter aſtoniſhment, beheld the mutilated 


ſkeleton of a human being, a bloody female 
garment, and a couple of gold rings wrap- 
ped carefully in a ſmall piece of paper, a 


pair of white ſatin flippers,” ornamented 


with gold fringe, were placed at the feet, 
and on the right fide ſtood a ſmall filver 
lamp. At the fight of this uncommon ſpec- 


tacle, Alexo ſhuddered with involuntary 
horror. Bertram carefully cloſed the cof- 
fin, and, laying the pall over'it, begged 
Alexo to ſecrecy, as to the diſcovery. ' A 
Fght now flaſhed in at an old window near 


the door. The hermit ſoon after appeared 
with Grado, whoſe blooming countenance 
was become more than delicately white, oc - 


eaſioned by terrors he had undergone ſinee 


they parted with bim in the cavern. As 


the night advanced, Bertram, anxious, from 
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the fingular diſcovery he had made in the 
anchorite's apartment, to hear the hiſtory 
of his life, ventured to requeſt he would 
fulfil his promiſe, and begin it. He readi- 
ly aſſented; and, after trimming the lamp 
and heaping ſome freſh wood on the le, 
related his narration as follows : | 

Inthe younger part of my life, I was 
pallionately fond of gaming, a vice that too 
frequently entails upon its votaries diſtreſs 
and miſery. It was my fate io be one of 
thoſe unhappy wretches. I ſighed in po- 
verty, under the diſgraceful appellations of 
a gambler and a knave. My friends, who. 
bad ſo often enchanted me with that deceit- 
ful flattery, which is in general laviſhed 
upon the man who revels.in the company 
of thoſe domeſtic robbers, with money and 
eredulity, forſook me in my diſtreſs, and I 
was hurried by one of them to a priſon. 
During my confinement, I conttacted an 
intimacy with a Portugueſe, of gentee| ad- 
dreſs and infinuating manners, who, for 
ſome unknown reaſon, wasconfined/by the 
ſtate. He had a never failing purſe, and = 
we lived together in a ſtate of affluence and 
luxury. One. day he came into my room, 
hg I was dreſſing to ye with bim, and 

5&1; have received an order hom the ſlate 
y for my liberty ;and, if you will accompany 
me into Portugal, your debts ſhall, be 
© paid, and a future maintenance, provided. 
* for you.“ 55 f 
To this unexpected peopoſal ] readily 


* 


* 


7 


( 224, J* 
aſſented; and, after taking a jocoſe fare wel 


of the priſon, we proceeded to a tavern in. 


the neighbourhood, and regaled ourſelves 


upon the daimies of the hoſt's pantry. My 
brother, by ſome © unknown .weans in- 
formed of my releaſe, ſent a meſſage, that 


he wiſhed for an interview, upon particular. 
buſineſs; but, being upon bad terms with 


him previous to my confinement, I de- 


clined viſiting him, and diſmifſed a ſervant 


with a letter to that purport. He was ava-. 


ricious, bigoted to his own opinion,'a man 


of immoderate ambition, and paſſionately 


fond of women. To Sets vices he added 


contempt for the deity, mocked every mode 


of worſhip, and continually aſſociated with 
men of abandoned and indifferent characters. 


My Porttguele friend adviſed ine by. all 
means to ſee him. 
He is your brother,” faid he; 2 and, 
* although he may have treated you in a 
* manner unbecoming and imperious, yet 


* the ties, by which you are connected, are 


© ſo ſacred, that no motive whatever ſhould 
* induce 28 to diſregard them as mere for- 


© malities.? 


„ This noch operated upon me ſo pow- 
erfully, that I conſented to his pcopoſal, and 
we went together to his houſe. Our meet- 


ing was reſerved. And when he heard of 


my good fortune, in having procured the 
EE and friendſhip of the Portugueſe, be 


became jealous, and now and then diſ- 
covered the nature of his diſpofition, in 


{c ntences of irony, applied to me, and which 


| 


© WW I 

ill ſuited to accommodate our diſputes. We 
parted at night ſome what more friendly 
than we met, and. the Portugueſe, and my- 
ſelf, after bidding Ph farewel, went to the 
theatre. Before the, curtain was drawn up, 
we entertained ourſelves. with indiſcrimi- 
nate remarks upon the company as they en- 

tered the boxes, Our inquirics and won- | 


derings were continually anſwered by a 


little dapper ſharp-fighted fellow, who ap- 
pearedto know every individual, with more 
than common accuracy. 
And who is that lady,” ſaid my friend, 
© fo young and beautiful, and yet. clothed 
in mourning El; 

That is the wife of Don Roderigo, a 
e 9016 libertine,” ſaid the wan. He has 
* been married to her about ſeven days, 

* gratified his dcHres, picked her pocket, 
« and has now diſcarded her upon che un- 
© founded charge of incontinence.” | 

Lou may gueſs my aſtoniſhment, when 
I beard this barbarous accuſation againſt my 
brother. But I knew him to be capable of 
executing any vicious project, if it appeared 
likely to benefit his finances. T he ſcornful 
repreaches of mankind made no impreſſi- 
ons on a mind like his, incapable of reflec- 
ton, and a heart ſteeled againſt the diclates 
of honour and humanity. 

“ The curtain, at laſt, drew up; and in- 
deed it was a lucky circumſtance; for we 
found our acquaintance a moſt n 
loquacious fellow. 


5 We ſat the play through, and then res 
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tired to our hotel. Inthe morning, the Che- 
valier Rinanqez, for that was wy. friend's 
name, received leiters of importance, that 
recalled him, inſtanuly ; 10 Portugal; and 
5 for which kingdom we ſet out paſt tbe 
6 ſame evening. On our arrival in the eity 
ef Liſbon, 1 was introduced by the Cheva- 
her, as his intimate friend and acquaim- 
ance, to the family where he reſided. They 
received me with diſtinguiſhed-polueneſs, 
and a few weeks aſter I had been there, a 
yourg. Spaniſh lady, accompliſhed and 
beautiful, paid me particular attention, She 
was an orphan, and poſſeſſed of conſidera- 
ble property inthe province of Old Caſtile. 
_. Her infinvating manners, together with her 
perſonal beauty, failed not io force from 
me, in ſeeret, the ſevereſt pangs. of a grows 
ing paſſion. We ſrequemly met, as by 
aecident, in the ſolitary walks of che gar- 
den; and one cvening, as we admired the 
beautiful ſcenery which ſurrounded us, a 
burſt of paſhon overpowered the doubts we 
had hitherto mutually entertained. of each 
other's affections; ed, as the paſſage clouds 
dimmed the luſtre of the moon, we ſealed 
the bond of love with a thouſand hallowed | 
kiſſes. She then told me, the chevalier, 
my friend, was her guardian, and in poſſeſ- 
ſion of her property. We were about to 
converſe on this ſubject in a ſmall romantic 
temple, which was fituated in the moſt ſe- 
cluded part ofthe ſhrubbery, when Rinan- 
dez entered the place: his cloak thrown 
eareleſsly over his right ſhoulder, bis ſword 


a ape cot} cms n pI 


ST ͤ — —˙*˙ W TT 


{ $9. 


under his arm, and his hat upon his brows ; 


he darted a furious look at me, and then 


told me, with a'menacing frown, that I had 
better leave Liſbon, without delay. 
-'© Otherwiſe,” ſaid he © miſcreant, you ſhall 
feel the moſt ſevere puniſhment; daring, as 
you have done, to wean this lady from her 
faith, by adviſing her to adopt a ſyſtem of 
heretical opinions: What can you expect 
from the powerful authority that guards, 
© wittva jealous eye, the beloved inſtitution' 
of our catholie religion? What can you 
expect, —villain?“ 
« [ was ſtruck with the moſt profound 
aſtoniſhment, and, indignant at the manner 


in which he delivered his ſentiments, began 


to remonſtrate, rather ſeverely, againſt ſo 
unprincipled and ill-founded a charge. I 
endeavoured to explain the matter, but in 
vain; he ruſhed from the temple, and ex- 
claiwed, as he left us— 

Tou will repent your hypocriſy.” 
My God! ſaid Laureniina, What i is 
* to become of us??? 

No time was to be loſt. Iperſuaded her 
not to return to the houfe, but to quit the 
garden, by a wicket that led into the public 
ſtreet; and, proceeding immediately to the 
Spaniſh ambaſſador's houſe, related to bim 


a faithful account of the whole circum- 


ſtance, and begged his exeelleney's protee- 


tion and interference. He appeared fenſi- 


ble of my irmocenee; for, having a perfect 
knowledge of the haſty tempers of the Por- 
tugueſe, he naturally concluded chat the 


. 


chevalier had been ledaway by paſſion. He 
defired us to remain inthe houſe whilſt he 
ſent for Rinandez, and diſcuſſed the ſub- 
ject with him. After ſome time, he made 
his appearance, and the whole affair was 
argued before the ambaſſador: he was com- 
pletel in my favour, and the chevalier was 
diſmiſſed with ignominy. The next morn- 
ing we were married; and, the affair being 
buzzed about the city, a letter was dropped 
at the door of the hotel where we reſided, 
directed for me; on opening it the * 
tents were as follows: 


2 BROTHER SPANIARD, 


Ihe Chevalier Rinandez is a villain. 
op - The lady s property is in his hands; and, 
* without you make application to the Spa- 
* mh ambaſſador, to have it reſtored, all 
* efforts will. be in vain. . A monk, by name 
father Anthony, a miſchievous, deceitful 
* villain of the order of St. Benedict, is con- c 
* cerned with him. If you ſhould want any e 
* evidence to corroborate this, proclaim the 0 
[ receipt of the letter in the market-place ; l 0 
* ſhall be at hand: but, without that, you 
© will never hear of me more. Farewel.” | 


A Spaniſh Victim io the Chevalier? s cruelty,” In 
„This letter ſurpriſed me beyond con- 9 
ceeption: but, the mode it pointed out, for A 
the recovery of the property, was ſo judi- * 
cious, that I did not heſitate a moment, to q 
comply with the injurction, and carried it Bl 
to the ambaſſador. He read it over with ſh 


aſtoniſhment, and, taking me with him to 
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the prime miniſter, influenced him in my 
favour. He immediately ſent an order to 
an officer of the Inquiſition to ſeize Father 
Anthony, the monk in league with the. 
chevalier. This fiat was punQually exe- 
cuted, and the trembling friar brought be- 
fore his excellency. After a few queſtions 
had been put to him, he diſcovered the. 
whole of the chevalier's villany, and alſo 
the place of his retreat. Officers were ſent. 
after him; but he had gained intelligence. 
of Father Anthony's arreſt,” and had fled 
the city. He left a trunk directed for me, 
if I ſhould be heard of in two months; and 
which was brought by the officers to the 
palace of the miniſter. On its being open- 
ed, the writings of my wife's eſtate in Caſ- 
tile were found, a large bag of piſtoles, and 
a golden hilted dagger, with this laconic 
note— e 

Take your right, fair lady! The piſtoles 
* will carry you to Spain, and the dagger 
* will ſerve Angelo in time of danger. He 
* will ſoon be rewarded, for the trouble he 
has taken to ruin you, and diſgrace me. 

; - 0 "AS 

This threat had very little effect upon 
my ſpirits. The idea of being in poſſeſſion 
of my wife's property, ſufficiently conſoled 
me, and chaſed away every unpleaſant anti- 
cipation that aroſe in my mind, in conſe- 


quence of this letter. After returning my 


grateful acknowledgments for the civiluy 
ſhewn me by the ambaſſador, I went to my 
4 _ 
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nne and ſhewed my wife the contents 
of the trunk; who was overjoyed to a de- 
gree, at finding me in poſſeſſion of ſo valu- 
able and unexpected a repoſitory. 1 ſhall 
_ digreſs a little from my own hiſtory, and 
relate how this chevalier became guardian 
to Laurentina. He had been vpon fincere 
terms of intimacy with herfather, who died 
very rich at his caſtle, in the province of 
Old Caftile, whilſt the chevalier was on a 
viſit to him. The old gentleman, on his 
death bed, recommended the care of bis 
beloved daughter tothe Chevalier de Rinan- 
dez, who faithfully promiſed to be her 

friend and protector through life. Dazzled 
with the idea of being the guardian of fo 
ineſtimable a treaſure, he wrote a letter, 
from Madrid, to his friend, Father Anthony, 
who recommended him to Father Jerome, 
a friar of the order of St. Dominic, in that 
city, for advice. He waited upon him, and, 
after ſne wing him the letter of Father An- 
thony, related an account of his good for- 
tune, and expreſſing alſo his intention of 
making the orphan Laurentina his wife. 
The ſubtle friar conceived this to be an 
injudicious plan to obtain his ends, and ad- 
viſed him to place Laurentina in a convent 
in Portugal, pay the abbeſs a good round 
ſum for her maintenance, and enjoy the 
remaining part of the property, free and 
unincumbered. This injquitous propoſal 
elated the abandoned Rinandez beyond 
conception; and, repairing to the caſtle, 
he ſent Laurentina, under the protection of 
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a faithful ſervant, io Liſbon, and ordered 
him to lodge her in the houſe of Donna 
Melinda, an old procureſs of his acquaint» 
ance, until his arrival. As Rinandez was 
one evening croſſing the ſtreet in which he 
lodged, a man feized him by the collar, and 
carried him to priſon. The friar, alarmed 
for his friend's ſafety, procured (through 
his Inquiſitorial intereſt) his releaſe; but yo 
perſon, not even Rinandez himſelf, ever 
knew the cauſe of bis arreſt and confine» 
ment. This accident procured me his 
friendſhip, and the conſequent adventures 
you are in poſſeſſion of. 1 

My wife now infiſted upon leaving Liſ· 
bon for her native country. The famithy 
caſtle heing now in my poſſeſſion, I deter- 
mined to reſide there, and diſpatched do- 
meſties to prepare it for our reception, as 
it had not been inhabited by any perſon 
but a poor farmer and his family, ſince her 
father's death. We arrived at the caſtle, 
after an agreeable journey, early in the 
evening of a very fine ſummer's day. The 
approach to it was thraugh a valley ſar- 
rounded by the wild ſcenery of nature: a 
venerable ruin, as we paſſed it, ſilvered with 
age, threw me into an enthuſiaſtie rapture ; 
and, naturally fond of romaniic edifices, 
I ſaw the departing beams of the ſun re- 
flected by the glittering vanes upon the 
towers, with more than common admira- 
tion. As the great gate opened to receive 
us, the old hoary 1 * added to the beauty 
hoc 2 
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of the «caſtle: we were welcomed with a 
profuſion of low bows and congratulations, 
and a good fire blazed in the hall, to com- 
fort us, as we regaled ourſelves upon the 
dainties ſet before us by the peaſant. My 
life now became the ſcene of unbounded 
_ pleaſure. Laurentina, with that unaccount- 
able delight with which the mind is often 
impreſſed, on reviſiting ſcenes where the 
days of childhood glided away in the en- 
joyment of unreſtrained felicity, -wept, as 
ſhe ſeated herſelf in the room appropriated 
by her mother for her education; and paſſed 
the hours of evening in viſiting the galleries 
and chambers of the caſtle, and, pointing 
out to me, as we wandered. through the 
beautiful viſtas of the garden, the particular 

ſpot that her mother frequented. 
When, thro! the tall trees' foliage in the wave, 

The light of many ſtars reflected thone; 


And lonely Philomel, with plaintive ſong, 
Cheer'd the wild paths of Solitude,” 


© Three years were ſpent in uninterrupt- 
ed bliſs; and a beautiful boy was the fruit 
of our mutual loves. One night, when the 
family had retired to reſt, 1 was alarmed 
by a loud knocking at the outer gate of the 
caſtle: I roſe, and dreſſed myſelf; and, as 
] was deſcending the great ſtaircaſe, the 
porter rapped at the hall door, and informed 
me that three or fourtravellers were at the 
gate, and amongſt them, he ſaid,” was my 
brother. This circumſtance greatly aſto- 
niſhed me, for I had heard nothing of him 
fince we ſeparated at Madrid, previous to 
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my departure for Liſbon with the cheva- 
lier. Iaccompanied the porter to the tower 
window, and by the light of my lamp, diſ- 
covered my brother, mounted on horſeback, 
and attended by three or four domeſtics 
armed, and two other perſons. On ſeeing 
Roderigo, I ordered the gate to be unbar- 
red, and admitted them into the court- 
yard. Although the treatment I had re- 
ceived from him rather merited my reproach 
and ſcorn, yet, conſeious of the infallibility 
of human nature, I received him with all 
the ardour of friendſhip, and a friar, who 
accompamed him, with reſpectful civility. 
He made a thouſand apologies, for not pay- 
ing me a viſit before, but ſaid in — 4 
that he had been to the ſettlements in Hiſ- 
paniola, upon important bufineſs for the 
ſtate, and had not returned to Madrid above 
two months. 1 knew he was connedted 
with a party of vicious young noblemen, 
who hovered about the court; and, there- 
fore, did not doubt the truth of his ſtory. 
Alter they had refreſhed themſelves upon 
ſome cold veniſon, and the beſt winein 
cellar, lamps were provided for them, and 
each was ſhe wn 1bto his apartment for the 
night. In the morning I introduced Lauren- 
tina to my brother, and his friend, the 
friar. We paſſed ſeveral days in great 
conviwiality and friendſhip, and the night 
preceding the day fixed for my brather's 
return tothe capital, as we were at ſupper, 
Laurentina, after . ſome wine in a 
3 | 
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goblet, preſented to her by one of the 
monk's fervants, ſuddenly ſhrieked aloud, 
and, falling back in her chair, apparently 

expired in ſtrong convulſions. Every effort 
to recover her was ineffectual; and ſhe 
was carried a corpſe to the cedar chamber. 
It is impoſſible for me to deſcribe my ſitu- 
ation of mind. I raved about the caſtle in 
a ſtate of diſeonſolate fury, wept every hour 
over the body of my unfortunate wife, and 
preſſed my lips to B64 cold with the icy 
touch of death, in a ſtate of melancholy 
diſtraction. My brother endeavoured to 
. conſole me with his accurſed ideas of reli- 
gion, and the monk continually exhorted 
me to patience, and obedience to my 
Maker's authority. About the hour of 
midnight I roſe from my bed, and, enter- 
ing the chamber where the body was de- 
poſited, ſeated myſelf in a chair by the 
bed fide, to indulge my ſorrows uninter- 
rupted. In the act of contemplating a pic- 
ture of Laurentina, when a child, which 
was placed over the chimney-piece, I heard 
with ſome emotion, a voice exclaim— 
God Almighty! where am I?“ 5 

« There was an awful pauſe ſor ſome 
minutes, during, which time I looked upon 
my ſituation with the deepeſt horror. 

« My trembling limbs could ſcarce ſup- 
port me; for every ſound, which diſturbed 
the ſilence of the night, pierced me to the 
very Joul. I was retiring from the room, 
_ wrapt in the gloom of conjecture and dil- 
treſs, when ſomething flapped againſt the 
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window, and, as I turned my hcad to diſ- 
cover the cauſe, I beheld a hand, fecbly 


endeavouring to draw back the curtain of 


the hed; my lamp dropt upon the floor, and + 


ruſhing from the chamber, I fled with the 
greateſt precipitation to my brother's room, 
where I found Roderigo, and the monk, in 
deep conſultation... They flarted with con- 
ſuſion and ſurpriſe, when I entered the 
apartment, breathleſs, and, as you may con- 
ceive, my countenance diſtorted with hor- 
ror. Irelated my ſtory, as well as I could, 
and ſaw them look at each other with ſig- 
nificant frowns ; but they at length endea- 
voured toaſcribe my feelings tothe dreams 


of a bewildered imagination. As I flood 


ſhuddering by the fide of niy brother's chair, 
expecting to ſee the ſpirit enter, the hall 
echoed with loud and piercing ſhrieks.— 
They fled inſtantly, with the lamp, to the 
ſpot, and the apparent ſpectre of Laurenti- 
na preſented itſelf before them. Ihe monk 
made his eſcape ; but, as my brother paſſed 
her, ſhe caught hold of his cloak, and, 
throwing herſelf on her knees, begged of 


Him, in the moſt endearing manner, not to 
leave her to per!ſh. The horror, this cir- 


cumſtance occaſioned, almoſt deprived him 
of his ſenſes; he called aloud for help; na 
one appeared: he attempted to diſengage 
himſelf; but ſhe reſiſted his efforts with im- 
paſſioned prayers. He groaned with horror, 
and was on the point of falling ſenſeleſs on 
the ground, when ſhe called him by his 
name, and wept. Her tone of voice, her 
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manner, her ſteady adherence to her firſt 


requeſt, and the colour that now ſpread ii- 


felt over her palid countengnce, encouraged 
him to conquer his fears, and ſatisfy himſelf 
as to the reality of Laurentina. He put a 
queſtion to her. She anſwered it, with ear- 
neſt inquiries for me and her child. He 
called aloud for the ſervants, but the dread- 
ful idea of meeting the ſpirit of Laurentina 
had cauſed them all precipitately tofly from 
the caſtle. Altho'I was witneſs to the whole 


tranſaction, I could not recover myſelf ſuf- 


feiently to aſſiſt him, but on hearing his 
voice again J entered the hall, and was in- 
ſtantly encircled in the cold arms of Lau- 
rentina. My fituation can more eafily be 
concived than deſcribed. The form of my be- 
loved wife, wrappcd in its ſhroud, her face, 
ſo oſten the ſubject of delightful contem- 


plation, pale, and handaged with the fillet of 


death, ſtruck me with incredible horror: I 
preſſed her to my boſom, the quick pal pi- 
tation of the heart convinced meſhe lived. 

I am cold and weary,” ſhe exclaimed; 
© let me to bed. 

The ſervants had by this ume retu * 
to the caſtle, and ſhe was immediately put 
into a warm bed, and ſeveral balſamic medi- 
cines adminiſtered. She foon fell into a 
tranquil ſleep, and I left her under the care 
of an old domeſtic, and went down to 
brother and the friar, who, I was told, 
were in the garden parlour. On entering 
the room, I — with aſtoniſhmera, 
one of his ſervants lying on the ground, 
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weltering in his blood. He waved his hand 
for me to approach him, when he ſpoke 1 in 
the following terms: 

In me you diſcover the wretch who at- 
© tempted to poiſon Laurentina. It was by 
© the order of Rinandez, who perſonates the 
monk. Beware of his villany! If I had 
* ſucceeded, you was to have been dif- 

* Patched to night. Your brother is, by 

* profeſſion, a robber, and connected with 
* a deſperate gang of villains that infeſt the 
* neighbouring foreſts. They will arrive 
here, in an hour, by appointment. Rinan- 
dez has ſtabbed me, in his anger, for failing 
in the execution of the deed. —Oh God! 

The ruffian turned upon his fide and 
expired. I ruſhed from the room to Lauren- 
tina's apartment, and I entered the cham- 
ber with impatient diſtreſs. I diſcovered 
the monk, coming from the bed fide, with 
a poniard crimfoned with blood, in his right 
hand. On ſeeing me in the room, he drew 
back the curtains, and beheld my unfortu- 
nate wife in the agonies of death, from two 
ſtabs ſne had received in her right breaſt, 
He darted a furious look at me, and ſtrip- 
ping off his habit. _ 

© Behold! ſaid he,* the man whom you, 
© whilſt baſking in the ſunſhine of his 
* friendſhip, diſgraced and ruined ; but the 
© hour of retribution 18 arrived.” 

„ As heexnhingly. ſtretched forth his 
hand, which graſped the dagger, {till reek- 
ing with the blood of innocence, I ſeized 
him by the throat, and daſhed him on the 
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ground: The violence of the fall enabled 


me to wreſt the poniard from his band, 


and, as he poured forth his blaſphemous 
execrations, 1 plunged it deep in his heart. 
The awful time of night, and the death- 
like ſtilneſs which reigned in the chamber, 
iupreſſed me, as [ſtood between the bodies, 
with feelings never to be defcribed ; but, 
when U turned, and beheld Laurentina, a 
beauteous victim tothe reſentment of a bar- 
barous vil lain, I ſtamped upon the body of 
Rinandez, and repeatedly ſtabbed it, amidſt 
the wild-ravings of deſpair. Unconſcious 


of my perilous fituation, I ſtretched myſelt 


upon the bcd, in the agony of grief, by the 
fide of Lauremira's bleeding corple ; at that 
moment the alarm was rung with great vio- 
lence.” Under an idea that my ſervants 
were coming to aſſiſt me, I ruſhed into the 
gallery, and, Oh God! ſaw, with the deep- 
eſt anguiſh, my belpleſs child hurried, by 
two ruffians, through the ball into the 
court- yard. Concluding they were his mur- 
derers, I raiſed the poniard to my heart, 
and, as I was about to end my miſerable 
exiſtence, the blaze of torches burſt through 
the gothic windows in the hall. In an in- 
ſtant I ſaw my brother raſh in at the fold- 
ing doors, with. a naked ſword in his hand, 
followed by pve or fix ruffians | 
Rinandez, he cried, and ſome of our 
* fellows have diſpatched the domeflies, 
Angelo is our prey: he muſt be tound, 
ere | can call the caſtle mine.“ 


« My deſperate ſituation gave freſn vigour 
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to my almoſt expiring ſenſes. I haſtily re- 
turned to the bloody chamber, and wrap- 


ping the body of Laurentina in the monkiſh 


habit of Rinandez, took it in my arms, and 
fled down a private ſtaircaſe intothe ſubter- 
raneous paſſage which led to a pile of ruins 
at no great diſtance from the caſtle, and 
from which I penetrated by a private path- 
way, io a wild receſs in the neighbouring 
mountains. = 
Here, as the moon ſhone through the 
branches of the ſhrubs that grew upon the 
rock, I knelt by the body of my wite, and 
devoted many hours to prayer; and when 
morning broke, I fought out the moſt pri- 
vate cavernin the rock, and ſecreted myſelf 
in it, until the approach of evening, when 
ſtripping off the bloody robe, I buried the 
body of Laurentina in a dell, where the 
earlieſt lowers of ſpring grow, in the moſt 
beautiful and wild luxur'ance. The habit 
of Rinandez ſerved me as a diſguiſe, and I 
paſſed into this province as a wandering 
and diſtreſſed friar, determined to end my 
days in the gloom of ſolitude. I was cheer- 
fully admitted into a convent of the Fratres 
Miſericordiæ, and have been ever fince ſup- 
ported by the order. My melancholy turn 
of mind became the ſubje of their ſur- 
priſe and compaſhon; and to free myleif 
from any mquiries, which might tend to 
diſcover the cauſe of my ſorrow, I requeſt- 
ed permiſſion to retire into this ſolitude, 
and to attend daily at the monaſtery for 
devotion and ſuſtenance. My requeſt was 
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inſtantly gratified, and many long tedious 
years have I lived, ſeeluded from ſociety, 


in this remote and unfrequented place. 


My affliction has been, in ſome meaſure, 
ſolaced by the idea that a juſt God will, 
one day, avenge my calamities, and, in his 


mercy, pardon tbe murder of Rinandez, 
— for no ſlumber ſeals the eye of Providence. 
Every year, on the eve of the Nativity, have 


I made a pilgrimage to the ſecret tomb, 


where the body of my beloved wife moul- 


dered in the unhallowed dell, and brought 


back. as many bones as I could conceal. 


In a ſepulchre, amongſt the ruins of this 


abbey, I diſcovered a coffin entire, and 


moving it into this part of the building, 


depoſited in it, the bloody garment, the 
bones of Laurentina, and the dagger, with 


which I diſpatched the villain Rinandez.“ 


He roſe from his ſeat, and, pointing to 
the coffin | | 


Vonder,“ he continued,“ is the monu- 
ment of my heart-rending misfortunes. 
Nightly, by the ſide. of that awful ſpectacle, 


I pray for the repoſe of Laurentina's ſpirit, 
and make it my pillow, when, faigued 
with waiching,- I drop into broken ſlum- 


bers. When ! laſt viſited the tomb, I ap- 


proached near the caſtle, to take a laſt fare- 
wel of a reſidence once the ſeat of uninter- 
rupted happineſs and connubial bliſs, but 
found it reduced to aſhes, by fire, and the 


ſpot totally deſerted. My meditations, as I 
gazed upon the ruins, were thoſe of a phi- 


loſopher taught inthe ſchool of misfortune, 


r 
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how little muſt be expected from gratify- 
ing the intemperate calls of ambition, and 
ho br vain the boaſt of one moment's happi- 
neſs 

« Merciful God! 1” cried Alexo,“ do I ſind 
in this miſerable habitation, and cloathed 
with this wretched apparel, a father?“ 

Exclamations of horror and ſurpriſe 


wa from the other travellers. Whilſt 


Alexo, almoſt inſenſible with rapture and 
aſtoniſhment, fell at the feet of Don Angelo, 
and bathed, with his tears, the hand of his 
diſconſolate and unfortunate father. Alexo 


recollected, with horror, the bloody cham- 


ber they entered, when in — of Cle- 
anthe, little ſuſpecting, at the time he was 
ſurveying it, that it had flowed from the 
body of bis murdered mother. He ap- 
proached the cofhn— | 5 
„ And are theſe the remains of the un» 
fortunate Laurentina ?” he exclaimed, _ 
an affectionate ſigh. 
Although torn from her at an early. age, 
the faint recollegion of her endeacing 
ſympathy for him when a child, united willi 
the tendereſt feelings for her fate, cauſed 
him to feel the moſt acute ſenſations of diſ- 
treſs. His father, who had now recovered 
from the unexpected ſhock. his ſenſes had 
ſuſtained by the diſcovery of his ſon, came 
to him, and, with tender. admonitions, per- 
ſuaded him to leave the eoffin. +} 
«© You have ſeen, my father,” ſaid A len 
« but one inſtance of my uncle's cruelty ; [ 
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have been witneſs to many ; for he was ad- 
viſed to acts of villany, by that fiend of hell, 

the friar of St. Dominic,” | 
_  Alexo now repeated to his father every 
incident that had happened to him, ſince 
he artived at the age, when the mind is 
capable, by reflection, of feeling the ſeveri- 
ties of misfortune, 

* My uncle,” ſaid he, has, by this time, 
expiated his crime upon the ſcaffold. His 
daring robberies, and eruel treatment to the 
unhappy ſufferers that fell into his power, 
have, at laft, deprived the libertine of exiſt- 
ence. He reſtored to me, previous to his 
condemnation, the writings belonging to 
an eſtate in Eſtremadura. I am now going 
to Arragon, to reſide with this lady, to 
whom I am eſpouſed, upon the famiy 
eſtate of Don Alphonſo, her father.” 

Alexo then queſtioned ' Angelo, how 
Roderige became poſſeſſed of the title to 
an eſtate in Eſtremadura, and the reaſon 
why he did not revenge his unnatural cru- 
elties, by an application to the officers of 
| — for apprehending Roderigo, and 

ringing him to trial? 
The deeds he gave yon,” ſaid he, © be- 
hong to his own property, gained by his 
vilany.” Top well aware, that father Je- 
rome was his adviſer in the bulineſs, I was 
Confident that his influence in the Inqui- 


tion would have effectually prevailed over 


truth and juſtice, and chat I ſhould have 
fell a victim to my own temerity, if I bad 
made application for his arreſt. I there- 
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fore was determined to ſeek out a ſolitude, 
where I might ſpend the remainder of my 
days in reflection and tranquillity; and, if 
an opportunity never offered to be revenged 
upon him, to die in obſcurity.“ 

The party were alarmed at an unuſyal 
noiſe, behind a mouldering pedeſtal, ſome 
little diſtance from where the cofhn ſtood; 
but, on ſearching the ſpot, they diſcovered 
it was poor Grado, faſt aſleep, and ſnoring 
inſufferably loud. 5 

The near approach of morn was an- 
nounced by a clock in the neighbouring 


.convent: and the party, after a little refreſh- 


ing ſleep, rouſed Grado from his hallowed 
repolitory, to prepare the beaſts and car- 
riage for the journey, Don Angelo was, 
wirh · great difficulty, perſuaded to leave his 
favorite melancholy haunt, and retire with 
his ſon to the chateau, at ſome diſtance, 
in the province: but, before he complied 


with the requeſt, he begged that Alexo 


would accompany him toithe ſpot where 
he intended to depoſit Laurentina's remains. 
They bore the coffin, on their.ſhoulders, to 
a monument, ſituated in a retired and 


gloomy part of the ruin. An undulating 


ſtream, which flowed near it, refreſhed the 
profuſion of violets that grew beſide its 
courſe; the tall cypreſs ſheltered the filent 
walk from obſervation ; and the mournful 
gloom of the ſurrounding ſcenery realized, 
in effect, the beautiful exclamation of an 
inimuable author. 1 = 
| 12 
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4 Oh! bear me, then, to vaſt embow'ring ſbades, 
"To twilight groves, and viſionary vale ; 

JI To weeping grottoes, and prophetic gloom, 

+ Where angel forms athwart the ſolemn duſk. 

_ Tremendous ſweep, or ſeem to ſweep along, 

And voices, more than human, through the void / 

Deep ſounding, ſeize th' enthuſiaſtic ear.“ | 


Angelo, after rolling away ſome moſſy 
Fragments from the entrance of the ſepul- 
chre, depoſited in it the coffin with its con- 
tents, and fixed the following inſcription 
over it: . . | 
h e In chis Coffin 
reſt the mouldering bones of 
LAUREN TINA, 
a native of Old Caſtile, 
| and wife of Don Anczto:. ' 
She was murdered, at the inſtigation of Don Roderigo, 
ber brother in law, | 
by Iago Rinandez, a cruel aſſaſſin. 
To theſe ſolitudes 8 
the unfortunate huſband fled for ſafety, 
F and from | 
the powers of the Inquiſition, 


© and waſted many years in melancholy reflection. 


| They carefully eloſed the entrance, and 


i retired. The morning had now brigbtened 
the eaſt with a beautiful variety of tints, 


and the air, as they paſſed through the 
grove of cypreſs, was enriched with the 
fragrance of the dewy flowers that bloomed 
beſide the pathway. Alexo liſtened, u ich 
enthuſiaſtic delight, to the parting ſong of 
the nightingales, and the morning hynm of 
the monks, as it ſwelled, faintly, at inter- 
_ vals, along the valley. When they had 
reached the habitation amongſt the ruins, 
they found every thing in readineſs for their 
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departure. Don Angelo, after diminiſh- 
ing his beard, wrapped himſelf in Alexc's 
cloak, and became quite ſpruce for a tra- 
velling companion. He only took with him 
his books, leaving his cell ready furniſhed, 
for the next unfortunate anchorite, Who 
may ſecrete himſelf in the ruins. 


CHAPTER XI. 


* Thou know'ft how puny firſt I met thy flame, 
When love approach'd me under friendthip's name; 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of ch' all beauteous mind.“ ro t. 
IN the enjoyment of a ſeaſon of happi- 
neſs, we ſometimes forget that life is ſur- 
— rounded by events, hid in the womb of 
- time, that may one day infallibly deſtroy 
our comfort. The Marchioneſs of Meridas 
looked nat for the morrow, and appeared 
a ſtranger to anticipation or refleion.— 
Don Caſtellio, a cavalier of inferior fortune, 
but a friend of the marquis, was introduced 
into the caſtle, and reſided there as one of 
the family. On a ſudden, his natural viva- 
city for ſook him, and he became fond of 
retirement, thoughtful and dejected. This 
unaccountable change in his diſpoſition ap- 
peared to create a great degree of alarm in 
the mind of the marquis; for he was con- 
ſtantlyſeen walking with him in the grounds 
about the caſtle, apparently in deep and 
earneſt converſation, and uſually paſſed 
the greater part of the- night in Caſtellio's 
chamber. The 5 Vas ſuddenly 
| 4 3 
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called to Madrid upon important buſineſs ; © 
and, one evening, as the marchioneſs was 
(fitting alone in her library, Don Caſtellio 
unexpectedly entered the apartment. He 
preſented her with ſome flowers; and, af- 
ter the uſual expreſſions of politeneſs had 
paſſed between them, and ſome unimpori- 
ant obſervations upon the weather, a mu- 
- tual ſilence for ſome minutes enſued. Caſ- 
tellio at length drewa letter from his poc- 
ket, and, delivering it to the marchioneſs, 
precipitately quitted the room: ſhe re- 
ceived it with ſurpriſe, and, opening it, read 
with the greateſt aſtoniſhment, the follow- 
ing words: 
e It is in vain that I nn to endure 
my ſorrows in retirement, when the cauſe 
of my diſtreſs. continues fo near to me. 
Oh! that it were poſſible for me to forget 
her! My friendſhip for Meridas dictates to 
me the neceſſity of ſuch arreſolution; but I 
am unable to accompliſh it. Ireſpec him, 
J revere him; but (diabolical thought) can- 
not reſiſt the cruel deſire of ſacrificing his 
happineſs to the completion of mine. What 
an idea! You ſtart and ſhudder at the ſen- 
tence. But forgive me, my adored Florella, 
forgive me, when I declare that I love you | 
to diſtraQtion.” 

At this moment, the conſciouſneſs of her 
inability to refiſt the threats of Caſtellio, 
if, in the fury of his miſguided and diſho- 
nourable paſſion, he ſhould endeavour to 
accompliſh by ſtratagem and force, what 
be could not in any way effect by perſua- 


1 
fion and flattery, ſtruck her with the moſt 
forcible degree of horror. She ordered 
her ſervant tu ſleep in her chaulber that 
night; and, the next morning, addreſſed 
the following note to Caſtellio: 

I will not liſten to the avowal of a paſ- 
ſion that I hold diſhonourable and i impious. 
Forget me, and let this affair fink 1 in obli- 
vion.” 

He read it with the ſevereſt pangs of diſ- 
appointment. His affection, as by magic, 
was changed to diſguſt and hatred. But 
as, in the height of ſorrow, he meditated 
upon revenge, ſhe crofſed the great walk 
in the garden. The fiends of refentment 
immediately for ſook him, fleeing as it were 
before an increaſcd aer of his e 
He followedcher þ*fly through a folitude 
in the gardeyſteryu*difcovered that the en- 
tered aromantretower near the canal. 
Why,“ he exclaimed, © ſhould 1 ſuffer 
myſelf to be the dupe of mifgoided princi- 
ples? Are the laws of friendſhip fo ſacred 
as to be revered in oppoſition to the finer 
feelings of the ſoul. Oh, no! \She muſt— 
ſhe ſhall conſent.” 

The door was open, and, entering the 
apartment with a cautious ſtep, he had 
ſeated himſelf by her ſi de, ere ſhe perceived 
him. 


„My God!” ſhe exclaimed, * as me 
haſtily roſe from her ſeat, is it Caſtellio ?” 
It is Caſtellio; and it is the man who 
adores you. It is he who means to ſacrifice 
his life at your feet, if you reſiſt his deſires.” 
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He took her by the hand, and was NEE 
to preſs ii to his lips, when ſhe forcibly diſ- 
engaged it, and exclaiined, -in a tone of 1 in- 
dignant reſentment.— 
Villain, forbear! Recolled yourlelk 
Are you not the friend of my huſband?” _ 
« 1 do confeſs it. To him I own I am 
indebted for many trivial favours; but to me 
he owes his exiſtence. If you love him, 
you will preſerve his life, by dividing your 
affeQion.. IJhere is a ſecret, which, if told 


abroad, would doom him to ioſtant death. 


Jam in poſſeſſion of it. He is not the 
Marquis de la Meridas, but—” | 
At this nioment the door was burſt open, 
and the marquis ſtood before them. He 
looked upon Caſtellio wwhan angry frown, 
and, taking his wifeithy:ih&/band, con- 
ducled her almoſt ſpeees for with horror, to 
the caſtle. He there interte@g#ted her, with 
ſeverity, reſpecting the converſation he had 
overheard, and infiſted upon her diſclohng 
to him every circyurſtance chat had hap- 
pened to her fince his abſence. She deli- 
vered to him Caſtellio's letter, and her an- 
ſwer. A ſudden contraction of his brows, 
tog ether with the paleneſs which over- 
ſpread his countenance, were ſufficient in- 
dications of his feelings. She trembled for 
the conſequences. | 
*I ſhall return,“ ſaid he, imperiouſly, 
to the caſtle, about ſun ſet.” 
The marchioneſs now, for the firſt time, 
experienced the moſt acute ſenſations of 
diſtruſt and alarm; the myſterious lan- 
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guage of Caſtellio, the thoughtful appear- 


ance of the marquis, together with the 


ſecret conferences which ſhe had obſerved 
them hold, in unfrequented avenues, con- 


vinced her, that ſome matters of import- 
ance muſt ſoon, inevitably, be diſcovered. 
As ſhe fat, penſively, at her chamber win- 
dow, which looked into the garden, ſhe 
obſerved Caſtellio, wrapt in his cloak, and 
wandering, as if melancholy, along the bor- 
ders of a rivulet, which flowed near a viſta 


to the canal. As he approached the caſtle, 
| ſhe heard him ſay with emphaſis— 


„He will not long interrupt me in the 
attainment of my wiſhes: the murder ſhall 


be diſcloſed.” 


At the word, murder, ſhe almoſt fook 
upon the floor. 
This myſtery,” ſhe engines; can- 


not be long concealed.” 


She had ſcarce nene * 1 


when the marquis entered the chamber. 


Immediately ſhe related to him, with unaf- 


fected concern, what bad happened. Her 


artleſs queſtions drew from him the fign of 
guilt. He turned abruptly from her, and, 


apparently forgetful of his fituation, paccd 


up and cown the room, as one wild with 
diitreſs, uttering, at intervals, deep fighs, 


and exclamations, of—Oh God! the «| 
lain! 1 wiſh I wasin my grave! 


He defired to be alone that night, and, 


early in the evening, retired to reſt. About 


midnight he aroſe, and, arming hunſelf with 
his ſword, left his chamber, and proceeded 
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to a gloomy ſolitude in the grounds of the 
taſtle, He there met Caſtellio by po 
nient. 
„ Caſtellio,” he eee as he ap- 
proached him, * is a villain. My — 4 
derate and ſuppoſed friend, to play the hy- 
pocrite, is what I never expecied. And 
why this ſudden revolution in his charac- 
ter? Can I not account for it? Oh, yes: It 
is but too true, that the adored object of 
my heart is the taliſman which draws forth 
his damning accuſation. But ſhe is proof 
againſt the charm. Caſtellio will find her 
firmer than Lucretia in the ſupport of 
chaſtity. Could he find no other method 
to bring down the ſevereſt penalties of juſ- 
tice on his friend, or to alienate the affec- 
tions of his wife, than by diſcloſing to the 
world the murder of the marquis? Caſtellio 
has debaſed the character of a man, by 
ſuch a thought; and by threatening to 
Publiſh it to the world, proved himſelf an 
incopiderate and worthleſs Jcoundrel ; for 
he was preſent at the deed, and affiſted in 
the execution of it.” 

« did ſo; and 8 the juſtice 
of your reproaches. But have 1 ſhared, 
equally, with you, the reward of our ini - 
quity ? Had I not a right to expect a joint 
diſtribution ofthe property we acquired by 
ſuch an act?“ 

Vile diſſembler!” eried the marquis, as 
he drew the letter from his pocket, © dare 
yen diſavow the real and helliſh motives 
which urged you on to betray me, when I 
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hold ſuch an infallible and damning un 
of it in my hand? But mark me, Caſtellio, 
from this hour I cancel the bond of our 
friendſhip; and, ſo far from fearing your 
helliſh defigns, I dare you to the worlt. 
Villain, I do. Beware of my revenge.” 
He haftily quitted the ſolitude, and re- 
tired to the caſtle. Early in the morning 
two men rapped at the great gate, and in- 


. quired for the marquis. They were ad- 


mifted into his chamber, and held a private. 


conference with him for ſome time. Aſter 


the departure of the men, he viſited the 
marchioneſs, and found her in a ſtate of 
gloom 0 melancholy. Su ſpccting the cauſe 
to arife from the interruption he had given 
to the declarations of Caſtellio, in a mo- 
ment the horrid fiend of jealouſy took poſ- 
ſeſſion of his mind; and, graſping her by 


the hand, hurried bot tothe South Tower, 


and. confined her in a room that had not 
been inhabited for many years, 

Four gallant, your adored Caſtellio, 
ſhall ſoon be with you,” he exclaimed, as 
he led her intothe chamber with a ſuper- 
cilious ſnnle. 

In vain did ſhe proteſt her innocence be- 
fore the face of heaven; in vain did ſhe re- 
fiſt his efforts to leave her, with the moſt 
piercing entreaties and tears: he thruſt her 
indignantly from his fide, and cloſed the 
door, in the violence of his brutal temper. - 

As the darkneſs of the chamber was faint- 
ly illuminated by the rays of the ſun, which 
ſhone through a 'crevice in the decayed 
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boards that barricaded up the window, - 
objects continually glided before her eyes; 
and voices, as of people in extreme diſtreſs, 
ſeemed to echo along the apartment. Over- 
powered with the effect of theſe dreadful 
ſenſations, ſhe ſunk lifeleſs upon the floor. 
Sbe recovered, alas! but toenduretorments 
of the moſt horrid nature; for, as ſhe burſt. 
into tears, a faint groan, "ares by ſome. 
one in the apartment, pierced her to the. 
very ſoul. 

*& Gracious God!” ſhe exclaimed, © am 
not alone? 

She liſtened atentively for ſome time, 
expecting by that means to diſcover from 
hence the noiſe proceeded; but a con- 
tinued ſilence only enſued, _ 

Il am innocent of any crime,” ſhe cried, 
that can rouſe the ſleeping dead from the 
grave. What then have I to fear?” | 

She fancied ſhe heard footſteps aſcending 
the ſtairs in the tower; and, in exploring 
her way to the door, to call for aſſiſtance, 
the groan was repeated. She remained for. 
ſome time fixed to the ſpot, with ſenſations 
almoſt bordering u pon diſtraction; at length 
a voice exclaimed, 

Ob, Florella! pardon me, forgive the 
injuries you have ſuffered from the hands of 
your dying hiſband.” 

At this word ſhe rent the room with loud 
and dreadful ſhrieks, and ſunk upon the 
body in a ftate of inſenſibility. Alarmed 
by ber cries, the domeſtics of the caſtle ran 
inſtantly to Caſtellio's chamber, and com- 
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municated'the-circumſtance.to him. They | 
entered the tower with ſome degree of 
courage; but when they heard the groans 


of Gazala (the real name of the marquis,) 
in a moment the room was deſerted by all 


but Caſtellio. He proceeded tothe cham- 


ber, and, on opening the door, found the 
miſerable Florella bending over the body 
of her huſband. He ſeized her by the arm, 
and was dragging her from the tower, when 


be heard old Rigo, the vociferous gar- 


dener, and moſt courageous of the whole 


houfehold, aſcending the ſtairs, and con- 
demning che daſtardly behaviour of his fel- 
low ſervanis in vehement language. 


Caſtellio eſcaped, by ruſhing upon him 
as he entered the room, and extinguiſhing 
his lamp. The fellow, however, followed 
him through the gallery; but, unable to 
eome up with him, returned to the kitchen, 
and, relating the eire umſtanee to his fellow 
ſervants, de ſired them to accompany him 
with lights. They inſtantly complied with 


his requeſt, and, on opening the door of the 


tower, with: great aſtoniſhment diſcovered 


their lady weeping by the fide of Gazala, 


who was weltering in his b 
He was immediately moved to his 
der ſurgeon ſent for, to examine 


his wounds, He pronounced them mortal, 
and adviſed: him to be attended by a con- 


feſſor. A father, from a convent of white 

penitents in the neighbourhood, was ſent 

for ; FEY being left alone with bim AHA 
We i, 
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with the utmoſt aſtoniſhment, the follow- 


ing declaration. 


I lived for ſome years in the capacity 


of confidential ſervant to the Marquis de la 
Meridas, who reſided at Straſburgh in Ger- 


many. His behaviour to me was more like 


a father than a maſter; and, upon his ac- 


ceſſion to his caſtle, and the property of 
the Aſturas family, he appointed me chief 
ſuperintendant of his affairs. I by that 
means became poſſeſſed of his papers, and 
from them learned that his brother was 
confined in the baſtille at Paris, for ſome. 


trivial offence, and that his relations lived 


at the extremity of Andaluſia. As we 
travelled through Germany, on our way to 
Spain, Caſtellio, a favorite footman of the 
marquis's, concerted a plan whereby we 
might poſſeſs ourſelves, for ſome time, of 
the marquis's eſtates. He communicated his 
deſigns to me, and I readily acceded to the 
propoſal; We frequently travelled through 


foreſts during the night for diſpatch ; and, 


as we rode along the pathway of one of 
theſe dreadful ſolitudes, I ſuddenly called 
out to the marquis to ſtop, pretending that 
his horſe's.ſhoe was looſe. 25 

„He immediately diſmounted, and that 
inſtant we ſeized him by the throat, and 
ſtrangled him with a whip. This mode of 
perpetrating the deed was adopted to pre- 
vent the clothes being ſtained with blood ; 
for I was obliged to dreſs myſelf in his ap- 
parel, to perſonate him with ſucceſs. After 
throwing the body into a pit almoſt filled 
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with ſtagnated water, we rode furiouſly 
through the foreſt, and travelled with the 
greateſt expedition until we arrived at the 

Kuhle: JW ch be 
7 As the marquis had never been ſeen 
by any of the domeſtics, or the peaſantry 
who lived upon the eſtate, l was welcomed 
with great joy and feſtivity. By a courſe of 
reflection, however, I became haraſſed with 
the enormity of my crime, and ufually 
ſpent the greater part of the day in a round 
of diſſi pation, and every night retired to 
reſt in a ſtate of intoxication, purpoſely to 
= avoid the horrors of conſcience. Unable to 
bear the load of guilt which continually 
oppreſſed me, I repaired frequently to Ma- 
drid, in order to avoid reflection; and, one 
day, as I was attending to a proceſſion of 
nuns that paſſed through the chapel of the 
Auguſtine friars, the uncommon beauty of 
one of the veſtals ſtruck me with ſuch for- 
eible admiration, that I determined to ha- 
ard an intrigue with her. I waited the re- 
turn of the proceſſion, which was about 
dark; and, as it paſſed vnder the gloomy 
porch of the chapel, I contrived to flip in- 
to her hand a billet, which contained an 
avowal of my pation, promiſes to maintain 
her in magnificence and wealth, and ſigned 
myſelf the Marquis of Meridas. I preſſed 
on to the gate of the convent, and, ſtation- 
ing myſelf by one of the towers, heard her 
whiſper, as (he paſſed me, Go to the 
South wicket.” Try flew to the 

aa, 2 
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place of rendezvous, and, after waiting 
ſome conſiderable time, heard ſeveral per- 
ſons near the door, apparently in carneſt 
converſation; they ſoon however ſeparated, 
and I waited with great impatience for the 
expected arrival of my Dulcinea;, but no 

one appeared: at length, however, a billet 
was thrown over the wall; and, on opening 
it, I found it contained a ſevere cenſure 
upon my audacity, and begged I would 
not interrupt the meditations of a mind de- 
voted to ſolitude, with the falſe profeſſions 
of a diſſolnte paſſion, and licentious ideas. 
Chagrined in the extreme by this remon- 
trance, I returned to my lodging, and con- 
ſalted with Caſtellio upon the ſtep to be 
purſued. He recommended me to perſe- 
ve re, and procure, if poſſible, an interview. 
In conducting this plan, we uſed a variety 
of artifices without ſucceſs; but one night, 
made deſperate by long- continued diſap- 
Pointments, I placed myſelf upgnthe wall 
of: the garden, and obſerved a light glim- 
mering through the windows of the chapel. 
Forgetful of ſo raſh.a proceeding, I deſcend- 
ed into the garden, and, tracing my way to 
the ſanctuary, climbed np io one of the 
caſements, and, with the greateſt pleaſure 
and aſtoniſhment, diſcovered the adored ob» 
ject of my love, trimming a lampat a {mall 
ſepulchre under the window. Enraptured 
by this fortunate cireumſtance, I was about 
to enter the chapel, when ſhe leſt the place, 
and; with a lighted taper, proceeded gown 
a ſolitary walk in the garden. I overtook 


G 
her, and, extinguiſhing the light, declared 
myſelf to be the perſon who had addreſſed 
the billet to her ; that my love was honour- 
able, and, if an application to the abbeſs 
would not have any effect, I would procure 
a diſpenſation from the pope to releaſe her 
from her religious obligations. Fear al- 
moſt overpowered her lenſes.” 
The time of prayer,” faid ſhe, © is 
_ nearly arrived, and, if I am diſcuveved, 
inevitable deſtruction will be. the conſe- 
quence: permit me to return to the convent 
now, and | promiſe to meet you by the 
South Tower, to-morrow night at twelve. 
I embraced her; ſhe ſtruggled with appa- 
rent reluQance: but when my lips met 
bers, ſhe preſſed my hand with ſympathetic 
ardour, and, wiſhing me a good night, fled 
to her cell. I immediately gainedthe wall, 
and, deſcending into the ſtreet, retired haſ⸗ 
tity to my lodging, and repeated the whole 
adventure to Caſtellio. The next night I 
was loitering near the monaſtery ſome time 
before the clock ſtruck twelve, and paſſed 
away the time in liftening to a band of ſe- 
renaders who were paſſing under the con- 
vent walls. When the long expected hour 
arrived, I aſcended the wall, and in a few 
moments witneſſed the appearance of my 
beloved Florella. St. Anna, at that mo- 
ment, ruſhed between us with a drawn 
dagger. | | 
« St. Anna!” uttered the fran. with a 
_ a 945. 
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ou know her, then, father?“ contt- 
nued the penitent. She i is the mother of 
my wife.“ 

* Mereiful God!” he aha, as. hoe ſank 
back in his chair, is the beauteous Flo- 
rella the wife of a murderer ?” 

- Gazala-remained filent for fome time, 
whin the monk, who had recovered from 
his ſurpriſe, defired him to proceed. 

I impoſed myſelf upon the abbeſs for 
the Marquis of Meridas, by means of ſorged 
tetters from Don John De Modena, brother 
to the lady Aſturas. I could plainly per- 
ceive that theſe te ſtimoniĩals had great weight 
with her, and puſhing on my ſuit with all 
the ejoquence I was maſter of, at laſt ob- 
tained her conſent to marry her daughter, 
and the. nuptials were celebrated privately 
at midnight in the chapel belonging to her 
own convent. The innocence and beauty 
of my wife ſoon changed a lawleſs paſhon 
to fincere affection, and we lived in unin- 
terrupted happineſs until Caſtellio becawe 
_enamoured with her charms, and, to eradi- 
cate her regard for me, threatened to diſ- 
cloſe to her the murder of the marquis. I 
reproved him for his villany, and, reſolv- 
ing to be revenged upon ſo perfidious a 
wretch, hired two aſſaſſins to murder him, 
at midnight, in his bed; but they, in ex- 
pedtatioꝝ of receiving another re ward from 
him, diſeloſed the ſecret; and in the evening, 
48 1 wandered in one of the avenues, they 
came in company with Caſtellio, and. ſtab- 
bing me in ſeveral places, left me for dead 
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in he walk. I laid for ſome time bleeding 
on the ground, when the ruffians returned, 
and, taking me in their arms, carried me 
to What is called the Haunted Chamber in 
the South Tower, and threw me, with great 
violence, on the floor. I had, in a fit ot 
jealouſy, confined my wife in that chamber. 
It was a barbarous and inhuman proceed- 
ing, but proved a moſt fortunate eireum- 
ſtance, for, on hearing my groans, ſhe dre w 
the ſervants to the tower by violentſhricks. 

The villain, Caſtellio, accompanied them; 
and, ſeeing her by my ſide, he ruſhed upon 
| her, and was dragging her from the cham- 
ber, when the gardener appeared, and pre- 
vented him. He has fled the caſtle, but 
may yet be lurking about the grounds; and, 

do your paternal care I recommend m y-be- 
loved Fiorella.” 

During the bungen of Gahala s con- 
feſſion, the friar was wrapt in thought, but 
when the name of Florella was mentioned, 
he burſt into a flood of tears, and, — 
almoft frantic to Gabal, | 
| © You have commnted,”.ſaid "tis 6 
pardonable crimes. The comfort 1 — 
beſtow upon you, through the means of 
religion, will be ſmallindeed ; buti it ſhall 
be adminiſtered.” 

After he had given win ebloknies, Ga- 
zala inquired RPA manns 
begged to fee her. 

The friar trembled, and netiadad kan 
to the contrary. He rang his bell however 
with great violence; and, after a few. mi- 
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| mutes had elapſed in perfect filence, the 
ſound of footſteps echoed along the gallery. 
The friar haſtily quitted his ſeat, and 
was proceeding to the door, when it open- 


cd, and the diſconſolate Florella entered 


thes apartment. His face was inſtantly 
ſmothered in his cow; and, paſſing by her 
with an aguated ſtep, he gained the galle- 
ry, ere he recolledted that he had left a 
book u pon the table, with his name written 
at length in the title page. He returned to 
the chau ber, where he heard Gazala ſpeak 
as follows | 
My life, Florella, is ibn ee 
a cloſe, and to that holy friar! have recom- 
mended you for protection.“ = 

She burit into tear s. 
_ * T have been toully 83 Caſtel- 
lio. Jam not the real Marquis of Meridas, 
but praiſed that abon1inable artifice upon 
your mother, and forged letters from Don 
John deModena to induce her to conſent to 
our union, as I diſcovered from her own de- 
clarations, that ſhe had been treated by the 
Aſturas family with more than common 
reſpett.“ | 

He appeared at this moment to be ſaint- 
ing: the friar ran to the bed ſide; but he 
was ſtruggling with the agonies of death. 
For ſome time he lay ſpeechleſs, and appa- 
rently in great torture; when, endeavouring 
to riſe in his bed, he fell back upon his 
pillow,” and expired in dreadful convul- 
fions. The ſituation of Florella can better 
be conceived than deſcribed; for ſuch is 
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the character of the female ſex in many 
inſtances, that although they are oppreſſed 
with injuries, and treated more like flaves, 
t han objedis who are entitled to our protec- 
tion and regard, they continue their attach- 
ments with unſhaken fidelity. ; ſeeking, in 
the hour of diſtreſs, to meliorate, by atten- 
tion and ſympathy, the ſufferings of their 
unwarrantable taſk maſters, when neglect 
and contempt would, in ſuch caſes, de- 
ſervedly be applied. She continued by the 
body of her huſband until near midnight, 
when ſhe retired to her chamber. It was 
the ſame which had been occupied by St. 
Anna, during her refidence at the caſtle. 
She ſunk upon her couch, and endeavoured 
to obtain a few hours repoſe. W hen ſhe 
aroſe, ſhe found the night not far ſpent; 
the moon beams ſtill glittered on the water, 
and a folemn filence reigned around the 
caſtle. She ſeated herſelf by the window, 
and, taking her Jute, played a favourite little 
melancholy air, which her mother had 
taught ber in the convent. - When ſhe had 
finiſhed it, ſhe obſerved the friar under the 
tower, liſtening with great attention to her 
lute; and, as he fixed his eyes ſteadfaſtly 
upon the window, ſhe heard him ſay, 
It was in that room I firſt beheld the 
beautiful and unfortunate St. Anna. What 
a dreadful gloom now ſcems to appear in 
every part of theſe ſolitary walks, once the 
delight of her ingenuous mind. Then it 
was, that I could boaſt the poſſeſſion of a 
tranquil mind. And, long had I remained 
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maſter of thar invaluable treaſure, but for 
the powerful influence of a vicious paſſion. 


Can I: meditate in the ſolitudes without 


a tear? Can I wiineſs, amidſt the deep 
ſerenity of the night, objects that were 
once the care of St. Anna, now wild and 
negleRed, without the heartfelt pangs of 
horror? How often have I liſtenedto that 
air, now played by her diſconſolate child, 
with unwearied attention. That friendleſs 
unfortunate to be the wife of a villain, a 
murderer,—Oh, heavens !”? 

He burſt into a flood of tears, and akin 
haſtily down the avenue. Surpriſed at this 
ſingular ſpecch, Florella roſe 13 ſeat, 
and paced up and down the chamber, 

wrapt, as it were, in che gloomy anticipa- 
tion of impending miſery. Her tears ceaſed 
to flow. and her eyes apparently, with the 
impulſe of infanity, rolled wildly in her 
head. She ſtopped at intervals, and with 
d eep ſighs exclauned— _ 

Did he not mention the name of my 
mother? and with ſuch emphaſis and ſor- 
row, —Merciful God! It is impoſſible. 

Ves, it muſt de che dream of a bewildered 
brain,” 

'Fhe morning dau ned; She 1 Fi friar 
quit his melancholy haunt, and enter the 
caſtle - 

„Go, ſaid: ſhe, to her ſervant, © go, 
and requeſt the friar to attend me; if he 
knows my/ mother, he cannot r in 
this diftrefing 1 to comfort we 
protect me.” 


r 

In a few minutes he entered the apart- 
ment, with his face buried in his cowl. | 

* Behold,” ſhe cried, “ an innocent vie- 

tim to treacher 5 ſinking beneath the 
weight of her misfortunes. Behold her 
placed in a fituation, ſcarcely credible, 
without a friend to whom ſhe can apply for 

advice or conſolation. Oh! that my dear 
affectionate mother could be informed of 
my fituation! In her boſom ſhould 1 find 
an aſylum from the perils that ſurrounded 
me. Yes, St. Anna would protect and 
comfort me.“. 

«© St. Anna!” exclaimed the monk, as 
he threw back his cowl, wild with diftreſs, 
IJ am your protector, your father.“ 

My father! great God!“ ſhe ſlarted 
with violent emotion from her ſeat, and 
looked upon the pale and almoſt fenſeleſs 
friar, with marks of diſtruſt and horror. 

* Yes!” he continued, “ before you 
ſtands the depraved, and guilty Jerome. 
forget thoſe ſacred ties by which we are 
connected, for I am unworthy of them, and 
look upon meonlyi inthe light of afriend.” 

Convulſive fighs burſt from her heart, 
and, as he approached, to aſſiſt her, ſhe 
ſwooned:i in his arms. When ſhe recover- 
ed, fearful of being again the object of the 
friar's unnatural and licentious cruelties, 
_ threw herſelf rern her knees before 

im. | 

Tour child requeſth you,” | the cried, 
to reſpeQ the ſacred e N of a ys 
rent.” 
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ee Ah! that fatal illuſion wounds me to 

the very ſoul. My child before my 

God, do I ſwear to RY you with a fa- 
ther s love!” 

He preſſed "uh to PEN boſom, ed. fo 
ſome. time, mingled. his tears with thoſe 
| of his unhappy and ill- fated daughter. 
During the day he left her, to direct 
| nes neceſſary preparations re ſpecting the 
interment of her huſband's body; but in 
the evening he viſited her again, and con- 
tinued with her until near midnight, wien 
he retired to his chamber, Sleep fled his 
piłlow the agitation of his mind compelled 
him to ſcek comfort in devotion; and ſteal- 
ing ſoſtly from his room, he ſought out, in 
the ſolitudes in the garden, a ſmall] oratory, 
dedicated, by the lady Aſturas, to mid- 
night prayer. He had often, during his re- 
ſidenee in the family, indulged his medita- 
tion in this eonſcerated ſpot; and, as the 
piercing familiarity, with which every. ob- 
Je& ſtruck bim, brought back to his 1magi- 
nation that delightful period, when his 
wind, untutored in the vicious artifice of. 
impure ideas, was the ſeat of unbounded 
happineſs; he wandered tothe grotto where 
he firſt ſeduced! St. Anna, and, taking a 
pencil from his pocket, wrote a letter to 
herr expreſſive of bis ſorrowful contrition. 
Early in the morning he ordered the grave 
to be dug in the ſmall chapel that belonged 
to the caſtle, and then retired, to conſole 
his be loved Florella. The proceſſion com- 
menced at midnight. The glaring of the 
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pres amongſt the old foreſt trees bend- 
ing to the wind, as they paſſed on to the 
grave ;.the ſolewn appearance of the bier, 
and the piercing ſorrows of Florella, ſtruck 
every one preſent with an awful ſenſe of 
the ceremony. They had nearly reached 
the oratory ,- which was illuminated for the 
purpoſe, when ſeveral voices commanded 
them ta ſtop, and reſt the bier upon the 
ground. Confuſion and terror were viſibl. 
in their countenances; and, ere tbey hat 
time to queſtion each other concerning the 
cauſe. of this alarm, four men, habited in 
long cloaks, . approached the. bier, and, 
throwing aſide the pall, forced open the 
coffin, ſtripped the body of its ſhroud, and, 
thruſting | it into a large ſack, uttered che 
following words: 
The Holy Inquiſition i is our authority 
for this act.“ 
All now. was horror and diſtreſs. The 
friar,regardleſs of every other circumſtance 
that claimed his attention, ran in ſearch of 
his daugbter, whom he found ſenſeleſs on 
the ground, ſurrounded by the female bart 
of the family. He took her in his arms, 
and fled with the greateſt precipitation to 
the caſtle. On entering the hall, he found 
it filled with men, armed, and dreſſed in 
travelling habits. They readily gave him 
aſſiſtance, and ent 'Ireated him to ſuffer them 
to call their maſter, ; 
Who has uſurped,” cried. the . 
ce the anden of this caſtle ? 
| A 2 


. 

At that moment, a tall man, in a fich 
dreſs, entered the hall, accompanied by a 
| Bramge? of enteel appearance. He looked 

Nteroly at the monk, and . him 
concerning Florella, who had juſt recovered 
from her indifpofilion. ink e 

„She is the unfortunate wife of Gazala, 
the late poſſeſſor of this manſion,” ſaid he. 
Ahl! is it poſſible, that fo lovely a crea- 
ture ſhould be the wife of that abandoned 
Fillain, the murderer of wy brother?“ 


* 


„ 75 
Tes, reverend father, before you ſtands 
the brother of the ill-fated Marquis of 
Meridas, I have unexpectedly arrived in 
Spain, on being liberated from the Baſtille, 
where I have been confined for many years 
for ſpeaking contemptuouſly of an inſigni- 
cant and worthleſs courtier. 1 haſtened 
to congratulate my brother on his acquih- 
tions; and as I ſtopped at a ſmall inn, in the 
Village of Briego, a man, whom I was poſi- 
tive 1 had Teen before, accoſted me by my 
name, and requeſted to be in private wit 
me, for a few minutes. I conſented ; firlt 
promiſing not to interrupt him in his jour- 
ney, in conſequence of any thing he told 
me. He then related to me the horrid 
murder of my brother, and the fituation of 
the villain who perpetrated the erime. 
begged of him his name ; but he refuſed to 
tell it. My ſervants watched him narrowly 
until midnight, when he ſuddenly diſap- 
peared. I returned to Madrid, and pro- 
cured officers to ſeize the murderer,in order 
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that he might expiate his erime upon the 
ſcaffold ---.. 
Florella burſt into tears. She was con- 
ducted to her chamber, and left, attended 
dy a female ſervant, to feek ſome refreſh- 
ment from repoſe. In the evening ſhe was 
viſited by her father, w o told. her that 
Don Volio, the brother of the myrdered 
marquis, who had come to take poſſe ſſſon 
of the caftle, ſympathiſing with her in her 
diſtreſſes, had promiſed to ſend her in his 
carfiage, under an efcort of faur faithful 
dome ies to Madrid. Overjoyed at fo un- 
expected, but pleafipg an event, ſhe begged 
that her journey might not he delayed, as 
the ſcenes around her ſerved only to in- 
creaſe the melancholy reflection on her un- 
2appy. fityation. The friat informed Don 
Volio of her requeft; and, early in the 
morning of the next day, the carriage was 
in readineſs at the gate of the caſtle, After 
collecting het little ſtore of valuables and 
books, ſhe took an affedionate farewel of 
her father, who. gave her a letter to the 
abbeſs, and, bidding Don Volig a polite 
adieu, departed, attended by a female fer- 
vant, for the conyent of St. Catherine in 
Madrid. Jerome continued watching the 
carriage, until it difappeared on the dane 
hills; when he ſet off for his convent, with 
a heart too ſorrowful and oppreffed, to be 
relieved by the gloomy fcenes of a cloiſter. 
She arrived at the convent in perfect ſafety, 
and, after preſenting the ſervants with a 
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gratuity for their care and attention, hur- 
ried through. the cloiſters to the parlour, 
and inquired for the, abbeſs. St. Anna 
entered the eee with a. countenance 
full of joy. 
3 daughter,” faid ſhe, < this uneX- 
efed viſit is more than I ſhould, have 
We n | 
orella burſt i into a flood 81 N and | 

delivered the letter to her mother. She 
opened it with a trembling hand, and her 
undiſguiſed horror, at ſeeing the fignature 
of Jerome, compelled her to refrain, for a 
few minutes, reading the contents. They 
were as follow: | 
c This letter, my beloved St. Anna, is 
written on the very ſpot where I firſt ſe- 
duced your affections, under the ſacred 
guiſe of friendſhip. Every idea of that 
crime is attended with an unconquerable 
degree of ſorrow. _ Accident lately placed 
me in a ſituation, where the tender atten- 
tion of a. father became requiſite for the 
ſalvation of our child. Ah, St. Anna! the 
beautiful Florella has been married to a 
villain, He proved to. be the ſervant of 
the Marquis of Meridas, whom he mur- 
dered in Germany, and has, for ſome time, 
aſſumed the title of his maſler, and been 
in poſſeſſion of his property. He deceived. 
you with a letter, ſaid to be written by the 


uncle or the marquis, but which he forged... 


He has treated the unbappy Florella with 
brutal and cruel ſeverity. He now moul- 
ders with the dead} in the priſon of the In- 
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quilizion ; and ſhe is returned ta claim the 


proto of, I hope, an indulgent and af- 
| ectionate he,” JEROME. ” 
She felt the conſciouſheſs of her temerity, 
in haſtening the celebration of a marriage, 
vpon ſuch trivial evidence of Gazala's title 
to the property of the Aſturas family, a$ 
the production of a few letters from Don 
John de Modena. 70 
Lament not,” ſhe exclaimed, as ſhe 
110 25 daughter to 85 boſom, 12115 
cre- 


. 


kg who when Sx myſelf to ties = 
influence of pride and credulity.” 

She pauſed, and, in a faltering tone, in- 
quired of her daughter, to what convent 
17 Was baniſhed, and if the ever heard 

im Mention her name? 
le is now reſiding,” faid ſhe, in 4 
eonvent of. White Penitents in Arragon, 


and I 16271 bim call upon your name, Be 
curſe. his perfidigus 55 towards You 
in the; heig] t oh. öl ſtreſs. 11 
e God!” ſhe cried, as ſhe Fink 
10 A chair, 6 hat feelin are thefe—this 
vſualitrembling?—M Phezer pal aſpitares— 
AF get re mpeg Reals all over me -I am 
35 5 me, Fiorella — Oh]! Jerome!” 
ſame time before the abbefs reco- 


Yoke 


6-4 8 ortunes, and r Fonger: 
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8 ſhe. forme to a narration of | 
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og f che ſole cauſe of her aides, 
conjured her to forget her ſorrows, and not 
to dwell upon the remembrance of an ill- 
fated villanous huſband. | 
Hie called on God, ſaid ſhe,**to witneſs 
the juſtneſs of his profeſlions: : and that God 
has now puniſhed his impious temerity!“ 
St. Anna frequently wandered alone, 
amongſi che romantic. walks of the garden, 
at the cloſe of the day, to indulge herſelf in 
the pleaſing taſk of reflection; for the letter 
of Jerome revived the mournfult remem- 
brance of her love for him, and of inter- 
views almoſt forgotten. As ſhe peruſed i it, 
ſhe would frequently exclaim 
„ Wrüten on the very ſpot, where he 
firſt beguiled me with the fair form of 
friendſhip! Oh, merciful God! And yet 


my mind, ever adtive to reſent that baſe 


and premeditated injury, cannot now reſiſt 
the wpulle « of an unrequited: and deſtrue- 

tive paſſion.“ | 
be misfortunes of Abelard and Eloiſa 
| 8 her conſtant MY and wor hours, 

once devoted to prayer, ihe ſpent in wee cb. 
ing over their mutual fu erlag, with 
tendereſt ſeglings of ſympathy. She now 
experiences i he effect of an erroneous 0 5 
nion, too frequently entertained by the f 
that the ine xorable rigours of a monaſtic 
life can finally, eradicate the natural ſenſi- 
bility of their nature; and that ill uſage will 
compel them to forget, that. they are fal. 
lible.—Vain and irrational ideas !=She 
concealed her ſenſations from the fiſter- 


. 


3 pn 1 % „ 


* 271 4 
hood, And ot to the concerns of her 
hol) family as uſual; but at midnight, 


Elolſa could not repeat, with more empha- 
Hs than St. Anna, 


Tears fill are mine, and thoſz 1 ay" not ſpare; 
Lore but demands what elſe were ſhed in prayer, 
© No happier taſk'theſe faded eyes pur ſue; ö 
- To read, and weep, is all they now can do. 
The vaulted aiſles, and ſolitary avennes, 
were alone her chief refort in her leiſure 
Hours. Her fondneſs for Florella increaſed; 
and, inſtead of lamenting the villany of 
Gazala, ſhe reJoiced in her return to the 


order: ſhe inſpired her with a love for re- 


ligion, but checked, at the ſame time, the 


gtowing influence of emhuſiaſm. She par- 


ticularly explained to her the origin of re- 
Hgious eſtabliſhments ; the means by which 
they acquired ſuch Fatal inſſuenee over 
thanking the vicious intercou rſe carried on 
between theé votaries of both ſexes, under 
the maſk of religion; and the real and me- 


ritorious defigns of ſuch inſtitutions. Flo- 


rella looked upon her fituation in a light 
very different from the generality of the 
Wwons: She juſtly conſidered the convent an 
aſylum for the unfortunate, and not as the 
priſon houſe of religious devotees. St. An- 
na too ſoon experienced thoſe fatal effects, 
Which flow from indulging the pleaſing ſor- 


ros of returning love: ſne was ſeized with 
a fever; and ihe mind, unable to free itſelf 


from the taſk of ſapporting i in ſickneſs the 


| heavy load of affliftion;yielded:to its influ- 


ence, and ſhe became delirious. Aſter ſome 
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weeks had elapſed, the abbeſs recovered 

and, looking back upon her paſt conduct 
with a degree of ſhame, bluſhed at the re- 
membrance of her weakneſs, and endea- 
voured, although in vain, to recover her 
wonted character. One evening, as ſhe wan- 
dered for the air with Florella in the garden, 
a letter was brought to her by a ſiſter:— 
ſhe ſtopped, and, looking wildly at her 
daughter, hurried her along with hee to the 


oiell. She there, on opening the fatal letter, 


ſwooned on her mattreſs, Florella, ſtruck 
With horror at the circumſſance, examined 
the letter, and foundit came from Jerome. 
The friar reached his convent during the 
night, and throwing himſelf, as he entered 
is cell, upon his couch, gave biniſelf up 
to the hor;ors of his conſeienee. He had 
privately: ſtudied the religious principles 
of Luther; and that zcalous proteſtapt;be- 
ing then well known in Italy, Jerome, after 
ſigning a violent abjuration of his /catbalie 
opinions, fled from the ſect in the night, 
and bent his way towards: the eon nes of 
France. During bis journey; be publicly 
preached, in fields and ſolitudes the do 
trines of Luther ; and, having gained a fe- 
illiterate foliowers, he commanded them to 
ſign a recantation of their estholie prinęi- 
ples. The news, however, ſpread abroad; 
and, ere he had reached the oor ofthe For 
rennees, the familiars of he Inguiſizion 
__overtook him, and, ſeizing him and chis pa- 
tigsans, carried them to the dungeons of that 
Fatal priſon. He was inſtauily recogdiſed 


. 

wh aſtoniſhment by Don Medilla de Gra- 

As he queſtioned him with haughty 

Telly, reſpectin his conduct, the friar 
- proudly exclaimed— . 

Jam a iet And, bee 1 ook 
back upon the errors. of my life, wi agi 
nation pictures to me the resgfof niſh- 
ment that awaits the guilty; and yet have I 
received from the hand of an holy and reli- 
_ Yious friar, the conſolatory adminiſtrauon 
of abſolution for all my paſt erimes! He 
told me to rely upon the, faith of bis reli- 
gious benediftions for the ſalvation of my 
5065 foul; and yet am I till the prey 

f tormenting reflectlons. Is it poſbble, for 

me to believe that a monk can eradicate, or 
even protract, the miſeries reſulting from 
iniquity? Can he waſh out, with conſecrated 
water, the remembrance of thoſe bloody and 
cruel tranſactions, which I ſanctioned and 
committed, under the maſk of this Holy 
Creed? De Carros and Biſſare moulder in 
their unhallowed graves. Oh God! bel 
died unjuſtly ! Can I forget, that the 8 
hands for ever will appear ſteeped in their 
blood? CanT forget my deſpicable treat- 
ment to St. Anna and Florella? Can the pre- 
ce pis of that religion, which authoriſes its 
voraries to purſue the ſyſtem of perſecution, 
and indulge themfeives with lawlefs and 
cruel decrees againſt Innocence and Virtoe 
aſſiſt the ſeribus meditations of a wing 
abouring under the horrors of a guilty 
conſcience? Oh, no! I have been made 
2 villain by my religion, but cannot find 
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in it tbe virtuous. excellence of oblivion. 
{ From, this hour I abjure the Creed of our 


moſt holy catholic fath—and, through the 
| mediation of our bleſſed Saviour, implore 
85 mercy of an inſulted, by [ all. forgiving 
| God, -T be ſacred Jaw re 1177 that blood 
ſbould de the price ioc; and, whether 
ſpilt by the eXccutioner or the criminal, 
\ will, I hope, if it is poſſible to be eredited, 
explate the eriwe that demands ſuch à 
be ful puniſhment. It is but momen- 
; my Win is made up to it: prepare 
your "Tacks and flames; | fear them not: 
or I die a martyr to the moſt abandoned 
ne” > Creed. of the catholic 
aith, 

It 1s Arete te cope ive the afloniſh- 
ment this ſpeech created in the winds. of 
the Inquiſitors, Jerome, late one of their 
confede rates, convicted of hereſy, called 
forth their ſeyereſt indignation. He was 
inſtantly condemned to die by fire. 

On hearing, his ſentenee -- 

„ Exult, impriſoned ſoul!“ he hehe a 
th hey 5 him to his 12 — e jn 5 
triumpb thou haſt complet 

It was there, that be wrote the letter 10 
St. Anna, Which contained the Kollo winz 
words: 

0 You will, mi beloved St. Apna no 
doubt hear with urpriſe, that I am now 
under ſentence of death in this damnable 
lnquiſition. I have abandoned the precepts 
of my religion, and glory in the act; for I 

} have found more cllential ee in the 
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crimes are great; but, I traſt I ſhall be 
forgiven, Was I conſcious that you would 


to the throne of heaven; and there only, 


ſmoke aſcend, and roll horribly, amidſt 


doctrines of Luther, than in midnight 
prayer, and hypoeritical ſanftty. My 


ſhed one tear for the fate of him, who has 
ever lamented his barbarous conduct to- 
wards you, with ſevere and unteigned con- 
trition, death would be embraced with ten- 
fold felicity. To morrow 1 am to meet my 
fate at the ſtake ; the hour is eight in the 
evening. When you ſee the clouds of ſmoke 
aſcend, the ſoul of Jerome will be wafted 


will it ſhudder at the ſentence of the 
eternal JupGEr. Itremble not at the tor- 
ments 1 am about to ſuffer, but cxult in- 
my recantation. Adieu, my St. Annal— 
adieu, my beloved Florella!—My daugh- 
ter—think .of me when I am no more; 
and forget, in the remembrance of my ſuf- 
ferings, thoſe deteſted crimes which were 
the bane of my exiſtence, Adicu, farewel 
for ever! JEROME,” 
When St. Anna recovered from her in- 
diſpoſition, ſhe read the letter as one in 
diſtraction.  _ FO 

* At eight,” ſhe exclaimed, © he quits 
this world for ever!” 

Tears burſt from her eyes, as ſhe looked 
with horror towards the towers of the In- 
quifition; and abſorbed, as it were, in 
grief, the time paſſed unnoticed, ureil the 
fatal heur; when, accidentally turning her 
eyes to heaven, ſhe ſaw large columns of 
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the coming gloom of night, to the ſky. 
She immediately quitted her cell, and 
ran, ſhrieking with diſtreſs, to a ſolitude 
in the garden, where Florella and ſome of 
the fiſters found her ſtretched lifeleſs on 
the ground. T hey bore her back to the 
convent, and, with the greateſt difficulty, 
reſtored her to her ſenſes. She fat at her 
window daring the night, with her ſwollen 
eyes turned towards the priſon ; and as, 
at intervals, the ſparks floated in the air, 
when the aſhes. were removed, ſhe ſhed a 
- thouſand tears in the - anguiſh- 'of her ſoul, 
and, from that moment, vowed to immure 
"herſelf no longer in the gloomy ways of a 
monaſtery. She looked upon the eniblems 
of idolatry, v hich ſurrounded ber, with an 
eye of horror; and, as ſhe muſed alone 
upon ber nisfortunes in ſolitude, ſhe wrote 
the tollowing lines: 


REFLECTIONS IN S0 LITupkE. 


VE ume-worn domes, all hallow'd and divine, 
Where rays of glory on the virtuous ſhine; 
When dire misfortune, in my early years, 
Doom'd me to conſtant miſery and tears; 

I then, impaſſion'd, ſought your bleſt abode, | 
And gave my life a lacrifice to, God. 

But now, whey ſummon'd by the taper's light, 
To walte in penitence the hours of night, 

Or hear the death bell toliing, ſad and flow, 
The ſolemn anthem, and the voice of woe; 

No more my mind with. bigotry adores 
Theſe duſky emblems of immortal pow'rs; * 

Nor Superititior's holy law reveres 

But mourns its frailty, with unceaſing tears. 

My breaking heart now prompts me to declare, Ei 

Tis ove that guides it from the ways of pray'r; 


| „ 
And ſhuns wich horror theſe prophetie glooms, 
Dim walks of death; begirt with mould'ring tombs, 
For here ale Melancholy oft retires, 
And #$> 4 enſlav'd, in pious dreams expire; 
Here beauty blooms, unſeen, in dreary ſhades, 
- -» Haunts, that no footftep from the world invades; 
And wretched orphans, with injuſtice driv'n, 
To ſeek for comfort in the thoughts of heav'n, 
Droop ver their ills, and filently complain, 
Bewildered victims of the troubled brain. 
- - Say, can the organ's foul-inſpiring tones, 

Cold marble (latues, deck'd with human bones, 
Lone midnight watchings, veils; or friars grave, 
Heal the deep wound, that firſt Affection gave? | 

Oh, no! Each awful rite may ſerve to move 
The ſoul to piety. The heart to love 
Will erer yield a fond endearing ſlave, 
Till ſorrow finks the victim to the grave. 
When laſt I witneſs'd, in the face of heav'n, 
A beauteous ſiſter to oblivion giv'n, | 
Methought I heard, beſide the ſacred ſhrine, 
- Some angel whiſper, with a voice divine— 
Fly, fly the 1 ! thy God will ne er require 
The ſoul's repentance in eternal fire, 
For one tranfgreſſion, one unholy deed, _ 
By reaſon ſanction'd, and by love decreed. 
And though no father, huſband, brother, friend, 
Wich deep-ſelt grief thy funeral tites auend— 
Nor vonder aiſle, which glim'ring lamps illume, 
Indulge thy aſhes with a ſculptur'd tomb- 
_  * Whenthe pale moon-beam ſheds its trembling light, 
Aud Contemplation hails the placid night— 
Be ſide thy moſs-· grown grave, in lonely dell, 
* Shall ſorrow ing ſiſters in devotiop dwell; 
And mourn beneath the glitt'ring willow's ſhade, 
That hides th' unhallow'd ſpot where thou art laid, 
Their kindred ſuff rings; as to diſlant fkies, 
Attendant ſpirits waft their plaintive ſighs; 
And, in their airy gourſe, aloud proclaim, 
Thro' heaven's 8 thy conſecrated name. 
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The ſiſters had now learned the cauſe of 
her diſtreſs; and, fearful her eonduct might 
endanger the moral habits of her ſcQ, or 
eradicate their love for ſolitude and celiba- 
cy, ſhe determined upon quitting the con- 
vent, and retiring into Switzerland.— Her 


unconquerable affection for Jerome, alſo re- 


quired ſuch a ſtep; for the ſcenes around 
her, only ſerved to heighten the ſeverity of 
melancholy reflection, | 
Every thing being prepared, St, Anna, at- 
tended by the weeping fiſterhood, quitted 
the monaſtery at midnight, and, accompa- 
nied by her daughter, travelled with the 
greateſt diſpatch until ſhe reached Lauſane. 
It was in a ſmall romantic village near that 
town, Whereſhe fixed her reſidence. Their 
cottage was ſituated at the foot of a moun- 
tain, covered with the moſt beautiful ſhrubs, 
where ſhe creed an altar, facred to the 
loves of Abelard and Eloiſa, and, in remem- 
brance of her own misfortunes, found, that 
love, once known, can never be forgotten. 
Her attention to the inhabitants ſoon en- 
deared her to them all; and Florella at- 
tracted the notice of the curate, a man not 
in years, but a proteſtant, and of a turn of 
mind peculiarly adapted to that of St. Anna. 
She encouraged his viſits, by becoming his 
pupil in religious ſentiments, and, in a little 
time, ſucceeded in uniüng bim to her 
daughter. To the decline of life their days 
were ſpent in innocent and uninterrupted 
leaſure; and St. Anna, in the contempla- 


zion of Florella's happineſs, regretted not 
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the frailty of her nature in youth, nor the 
indiſcreet conſummation of her daughter's 
marriage with Gazala. 
« YE valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe, 
Ot ſhades, and wanton winds, and guſhing brooks, 
On. whole freſh lap the Swart ſtar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither al your quaint enamel'd eyes; 
Bring the rathe primroſe that forſaken dies, 
Wich cowflips wan, that hang their penſive head, 


And flaurets, of a thouſand hues, 


To firew the laureat bearſe, where Lyeid lies,” 
MILTON. 


AT the.end of the ſecond day's journey, 


the travellers ſtopt at a cottage, by the road 


ſide, and inquired the neareſt way te the 
chateau de Brun. | 3 
Ihe peaſant directed them up a long and 
beautiful valley, at the end of which Don 
Alphonſo diſeovered the garden wall of his 
villa. Some ſervants were waiting his ap- 
proach, and on their arrival at the gate, 
uſhered the party into the houſe, where a 
repaſt was ſet before them, in a parlour or- 
nainented with deſcriptive figures, worked 
in tapeſtry, from the ballads of the moſt 
pleaſing poets. The houſe was fituated on 
the top of an eminence, that commanded 
an extenſive proſpect over the ſurrounding . 
country, which was beautifully diverſified 
with wood, water, and mountain ſcenery. 
Cleanthe would often wander by moon- 
light with Angelo, amongſt the neighbour- 
ing romantic wilds, to muſe. upon the pic- 
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tureſque and ſublime ſcenes with which 
they abounded; and, when the evening bird 
ſung ſweet in the deepeſt ſolitude of the 
grove, to relieve her mind from melan- 
choly reflections, ſhe turned her thoughts 
to the ſtudy of poetry An amuſement, 
which never fails in producing its effect; 
whether written under the preſſure of ſor- 
row, or in the ſweet delirium of love. In 
à part of the ruins ſne wrote the following 
lines: . * 
T 'tis here, that poor Misfortune's 
child, | 
Some beauteous veſtai, Love's devoted ſlave, 
The ling'ring hours in penitence beguil'd, 
Or, hopeleſs, found a refuge in the grave. 
For, as I pace this mould'ring ruin round, 
Enliven'd only by the wild flow'r's bloomy 
- Methinks an hollow and prophetic ſound 
Comes, awful, from ſome ha lefs mourner's tomb — 
Again it whiſpers, * With unhallow'd tread 
Wake not the ſacred ſlumbers of the dead.” 
Spirit, —if ſuch thou art, -I come not here, 
With ſteps profane, at twilight, to invade 
Thy ſolemn ſanctuary, or fainted tow'r; 
But wander, at this dark and pleaſing hour, 
In filent folitude's deſerted ſhade, | 
'To mourn a fate, dittrafting and ſevere— 
To eaſe a heart, with miſery oppreſt, 
By fortune ſorrow'd, and by love diftreſt, 
One evening, as ſhe was taking her ac- 
cuſtomed walk in the folitude, a Spaniſh 
ſoldier, apparently worn out with fatigue, 
aad in great diſtreſs, inquired the neareſt 
way to the chateau de Brun— 
Von pathway,” faid-Cleanthe, © leads 
directly to the houſe ;” and paſſed on. 
As ſhe returned, Angelo met her in the 


; 
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valley. He took her affectionately bythe 
hand, and proceeded ſome way by: her ge, | 
ere he ſpoke. 
<Cleanthe,” ſaid he, when we ſurve 
the world, with the eyes of compaſſion and! 
' philanthropy, misfortuce ſhould not eradi- 
cate that ſenſe of gratitude we owe to our 
Maker, for not placing us in a ſituation 
worſe than that which we enjoy. If the 
calamities of this life are ſueh as might 
force from. us the levereſt reflections, we 
ſhould recolleR, that it is but a pilgrimage 
to thoſe realms of happineſs, where the tear 
is wiped away, and affliction ceaſes— | 

Cleanthe graſped' his hand, and begge 
him to be brief. 

„My mind,“ ſaid ſbe, *is Heeled againſt 
the imprethons of misfortune, and my heart 
bas alinoſt forgotten its natural ſenſibility. 
Your ſpeech, Angelo, ſeems to be the pre- 
lude to ſome recent calamity; tell me the 
worſt: - hat am I to expedtꝰ 

« Your brother, Jacques,” ſaid he, as he 
barſt into tears, is dead. Tour mother, 
affſicted at the unexpected news, fell ſenſe- 
leſs from her chair; and, in the act of rail- 
ing her fromthe ground, Alphonfo.perceiv- 
ed ſome marks of blood upon the floor. 
Upon a minute examination, he found that 
ſhe had reecived a dreadful contuſion in the 
hack part of her head from the fall. She now 
lies dangerouſly ill, and deſires to ſee you. 

Cleanthe raiſed her eyes to heaven, and 
addrefſed .berſelf _ = dety— - m_ 
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& If it is thy will, O Lord! that I ſhould 
go down in forrow to the grave; no. mur- 
muring ſhall mark me for thy diſpleaſure. 
My tears, ſhall be the ſacrifices of my 
heart, upon the altars of piety and reſig - 
= nation. Oh! Angelo, were it poſſible for 
me to believe there is an unequal diſtribu- 
tion of happineſs in this life, 1 ſhould in- 
Nance myſelf as a victim to the Ame! 8 
unmerited wrath—“ a 

She reſted upon his arm, ad they pro- 
gr" lent and in tears, to the villa. 

On her entering the parlour ſhe was 
met by her father 
My Cleanthe!” he exclaimed, as he 
burſt into tears, and buried his face in her 

boſom—*® You will ſoon be left without a 
mother! without a friend, but your diſ- 
conſolate father. Your brother is no more. 
His death is confirmed by Bertram, who 
per ſonates the Spaniſhſoldier, and who law 
him committed to the grave.” 
Bertram!“ ſhe ſhrieked—*<** Merciful 
God!—where am I?—Oh, heavens! wy 
long loſt love. But, my mother? 

She ſunk into a chair, and remained for | 
fome time with her eyes fixed on theground, 
as if ina ſtate of inſenſibility: but grief, when 
it has gaired the maſtery of the heart, cannot 
long be concealed, it will either waſte itſelf 
in floods of tears, or prey upon the mind 
in melancholy ſilence. Although ber be- 
loved Bertram, whom ſhe had ſo long been 
ſeparated from, was by her fide, ſhe con- 

tinued to gaze upon her father with the 


| 
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wildeſt look of horror, - till ſummoned 
to her mother's chamber.—As ſhe entered 
the apartment, her ſteps trembled, and an 
voluntary dread had nearly deprived her 
of her ſenſes... Supported by her father;ſhe 
reached the bed ſide; but when the cur- 
tains were drawn back, and ſhe diſeovered 
her mother, pale and emaciated - when her 
eyes glanced upon her deareſt friend, and 
obſerved the livid languor of death ſpread- 
ing itſelf over her countenance—when ſhe 
ſaw the tear ſteal down her check, as ſhe 
ſtretched forth her hand to Cleanthe, with 
paternal fondneſs, ſhe ſunk ſenſeleſs into her 
father's arms, and for ſome hours reinained 
inthe moſt violent and diſtreſſing convul- 
fions. On her recovery ſhe deſired to fee 
her mother ——but Clarinda was no more 
—ſhe had died during the illneſs of ner 
en 

When this awful es wascom- 
mu to her, ſhe ruſhed into the 
chamber, and, throwing herſelf upon the 
body, bathed it with floods of tears. 

Cruel Providence!“ ſhe exclaimed, 
„ why was it ordained. that I ſhould be the 
ſport of -unceaſing miſery? What have l 
done, te deſerve theſe W * 
ties?” 

- Shepauled; and, aſiergazing wildly; upon 
the corpſe for ſome minutes, addreſſed her- 
felf in fervent prayet to heavens; 

About the hour of midnight, Bertram, 
with the domeſtics who were watching the 
body, perſuaded her toretire to reſt; and, 
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as they were leading her from the bed ſide; 
her father entered the room; pale and 
breathleſsr. He ſpoke not to any one, but, 
hurrying to the body, kiſſed it, we ſeem- 
ing impaſſioned pleaſure. . 

% My father!” ſaid Cleanthe. 5 

„My daughter!“ t 

A burſt of ſorrow Aſpedi- 
I have in my dreams ſuffered beyond 
deſcription. I thought your mother came 
to me, as I repoled upon a verdant bank 
near the ruins where we found Don An- 
gelo, and warned me, in a voice of ſweeteſt 
melody, to prepare for death. I roſe to 
claſp her in my arms, but ſhe vaniſhed. — 
The ſtriking of the convent clock rouſed 
me from ſlumber. I fled hither, not know- 
ing where I went, What, if theſe dread- 
ful images, that float upon the brain, ſhould 
be realized? What, if you ſhould: be left, 
an orphan, in a world of villany, expoſed 
to unfeeling cenfure and contempt??? 
Oh God?!” ſhe exclaimed, “ talk not of 
ſuch diſtracting events let me perſuade 
you to retire to reſt. I will do the Tame. 
* will be bf ſerrice io us both. 

He embraced her affeQionately, and 
parted. with her at his chamber door. 

For many days did the miſerable Clan- | 
the vifix the chamber, and weep over the 
body- of her beloved mother; and, when 
laid in the eoffin; ſhe dreſt it with the 
ſweeteſt flowers that grew ts 151 
wild near the villa. 24 & 


The evctiing actengrh arrvied, when 


6 | 
diſconſolate huſband and Cleanthe, were to 
follow her mother to the grave. She was 
buried, at her own defire, in a ſolitude of 
the neighbouring "convent garden, at the 
hour of midnight. 

When the proceſſion reached the gate, 
a funeral bell was tolling, and the brother- 
hong wailing in the court-yard to receive 
it. Some carried in their hands a croſs 
Or - lighted taper, ſome ſtrewed freſh blown 
flowers upon the ground, whilſt a ſelect 


party ranged themſelves on each fide the 


coffin, and ſung a melancholy dirge. The 
following lines were engraved upon a tablet 
and fixed over her grave ; 


Stranger! beneath this dewy mould, - 
Where early flowers their buds untold, 
| A mother's aſhes reſt: 
With no unholy paſſin tear 
* The tributes of the vernal year, 
Wich which the turf is drest. 
But here, at eve, in lonely wild, 
Wich mute Affection's forrowing chi. d, 
Her ſacred virtues mourn; 
Or, 'neath yon ancient hallow o yew, 
With ſympathetic tears bedew 
The mols grown, mould'ring urn, 


It was Don Angelo's intention, at ſome 


favourable period, to viſit the remains of 
his. wife, in the ſepulchre amongſt the 
ruins. He choſe this opportunity of com- 
pleting his deſire, and propoſed that Don 
Alphonſo ſhould accompany him. 

It will in ſome meaſure,” ſaid he, “re- 
lieve your mind from thoſe melancholy re- 
flections, which every day force you into 
lolitude, to weep over the memory of the 


loſt Cleanthe. Your grief will continue its 
ſeverity, whilſt you remain here; for if 
you only wander in the garden, the droop- 
ing flowers that were planted by her hand, 

call forth your compaſſionate protection. 
You gaze upon them in tears. You leave 
them with regret. By travelling, the mind 
will be relieved; for, after having viſited the 
ruins, we will proceed to the Pyrennees.“ 
never can forget her,” ſaid Alphonſo, 
as he claſped his hands together, with pious 

refgnation : for, if I ſhed not my tears at 
her tomb, or in the ſolitudes of theſe be- 
loved ſcenes, where we onee roved together, 
climate and variety cannot root out the 
ſweets of reflection. —T call them ſweets, 

Angelo; for there is a ſecret pleaſure in 
diſtreſs, which no one but thoſe who have 
felt it can imagine. But I will accompany 

ou. 

: Previous to the departure of Angelo and 
Alphonſo, Bertram was, by the advice and 
with the approbation of both parties, mar- 
ried to his Cleanthe; who, anxious to 
know the ſubſequent adventures that befel 
him when Roderigo tore them aſunder in 
the caſtle, requeſted he would relate them. 

They were as follow— 

- «© After that fatal night,” ſaid he, in 
which we were betrayed to Roderigo by 
Dorinda, my wind became the ſeat of me- 
lancholy and deſpair; for concluding that 
the villain had ſtabbed you; I felt a degree 
of contempt for my exiſtence, that almoſt. 


bordered upon ras We travelled all 


& - * 


the high road to 


e 
night at a round gallop; and, when the 
morning broke, 1 found, by the converſa- 
tions of my 510 c that we were purſuing 
ad to France. We ſtopped for 
, refreſhment at the fign of the Golden Eagle, 
in a {mall village at the foot of the Pyren- 
nees, and there I opened the note which 
was thrown into my priſon by Gordez. 
The purport of it was this: 

 ©lhetwomen,whoare to condud you on 
your journey, are ignorant of the roads. s 
*ſoon as the party leave them, make the beſt 
of your time, and tryto eſcape byltratagem.,” 
Although the note did not convey that 
intelligence which I expected, I fully un- 
det ſtood its meaning, and accordingly, u hen 
we had croſſed the Pyrennees, and the par- 

ty quitted company with my two condr e- 
tors, I took an opportunuy, by artful quel- 
tions, to learn whether they were, or were 
not, at all acquainted with the route in- 
tended to be purſued. They diſclaimed all 
ideas of ignofance, pretepding, at the ſame 
time, a perfect knowledge of the French 
roads, and bye ways of the country ; but I 
diſcovered, by certain whiſperings and u a- 
nœuvres, that they intended to hire a guide 
at the next village. This gave me great ſa- 
tisfaction. I flattered mylelt that 1 might, 
from the few valuables left in my poſſeſſion, 
gain him over to my intereſt, and, by that 
means, make my eſcape. We arrived at a 
lone houſe on ſome mountains, about ſun- 
ſet; and it was there that the intended guide 
was hired ; but the agreement was ſo ſecret, 


' 
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that I knew nothing of the matter, until we 
were about to depart on our journey. The 
night was very ſevere; and, although we 
travelled at a great rate, and my conduc- 
tors well ſheltered from the weather, they 
grumbled terribly at their occupation. In 
about an hour after we had quitted the inn, 
we entered upon a wild and deſolate heath. 
Ibe wind howled movrnfully along the 
waſte; and; cre we had proceeded a quar- 
ter of a nitle, one of my altendants fell ve- 
ry ill. We inſtantly halted; and, diſmount- 
ang, laid the poor fellow, balf expiring, up- 
on the ground. I then, by his converſation, 
found our guide to be an old Swiſs oftler, 
apparently full of conceit and hypocriſy.” 
© There is a houſe,” he cried, © ata little 
diſſance from henee ; let me ſtep there for 
© ſome afiiſtance ; the wan will die elſe.“ 
Ihe ruffian inſtantly conſented. —T - 
feigned great ſorrow on account of the 
ſickneſs of his companion, and pretended 
to affiſt him; but as he ſtood over the 
body, apparently in terrible agitation, I 
contrived to ſlip into the pathway our guide 
Was purſuing, and fled after him with 
the greateſt precipitation. TI was enabled 


to follow him by the reflection of his light 


and the ſound of his horſe's feet, and con- 


tinued ſo cloſe to him, that I eould not 
loſe himeafily. A light at length darted 
through a clump of low trees, and, perceiv- 
ing the old guide quickening the pace of 
the animal, I exerted myſelf in proportion. 


When he alighted at the door of the hut, 
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he rapped loud, and requeſted admittance. 
An old man opened the window, and, after 
hearing his tale, readily gave eredit to his 
report, and joined him with a lantern and 
ſome cordials. No ſooner were they out 
of hearing, than [ ventured to rap at the door. 
An old woman appeared at the window, 
and inquired who I was, and my buſineſs. 
I told her that I was a bewildered traveller, 


and begged to know my neareſt: way to the 


next village. She gave mea perplexed de- 
ſcription of the pathway I was to purſue; 
but, urged by the terrible idea. of again 
falling into the hands of my conductors, I 
truſted to my fate, and croſſed the dread- 
ful wild in the line ſhe pointed out.— As 
the morning broke over the hills, I diſ- 
covered the village ſpire, and, haſtening 
my ſteps, gained its entrance. before any 
of the inhabitants were ſtirring, fave a 
ſmuggling induſtrious pawn-broker.—— 
To avoid ſuſpicion, I entered his ſhop, 
and exchanged the clothes on my back 
for a ſoldier's jacket and trowſers; and, 
having purchaſed my. accoutrements of 
him, jogged on merrily to a ſmall. paſſado 
in the centre of the town, where 1 ſtopped 
for refreſhment—I had not been in the 
kitchen long, before a ſervant came to me 
and ſaid, that as I was a Spaniſh ſoldier, a 
gentleman who was dying in the houſe, 
would be glad to ſee me. A ſudden cold- 
neſs ſpread all over me: I thought the vil- 


lains had diſcovered me, and took that me- 


Ce. 
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thod to entrap me; but, reſolving upon a 


ſcuffle before I ſurrendered, I fixed the bay- 


onet on my muſket, and followed the ſervant 
to the fick man's chamber. When J ap- 
proached near the bed, the curtains were 
drawn back, and my aſtoniſhment is incre- 
Cible, when I beheld your brother Jacques 
in the arms of death. I defired the ſervant 
inſtantly to quit the room, and made myſelf 
known to him: He appeared extremely ſur- 
priſed; but the tear that rolled down his 
cheek, as he graſped me by the hand, con- 
vinced me how happy he felt himſelf in hav- 
ing a friend by him in his laſt moments. I 
inquired how he came in France; but he 
was too weak to tell me He requeſted pen, 
ink, and paper; they were brought him, 
and he wrote, almoſt unintelligibly, that I 
ſhould find you at the chateau de Brun in 
Arragon ; to go immediately, and report his 
death; to take every thing he poſſeſſed, and 
ſee him properly buried. In about an hour 
after he had done this, he took me by the 
hand, and, turning himſelf upon his pillow, 
expired without a groan, I inquired of the 
8 who attended him, if he knew any 

ing concerning him, but could gain no in- 
formation from any perſon reſpecting the 
myſterious bufineſs. At the end of three 
days, I ſaw poor Jacques carried to the 
_ grave, and, after paying the expences he had 
incurred at the inn, ſet out for Arragon. 
I travelled comfortably and uninterrupred, 
until I arrived in Spain; when, ſtopping at 
an inn, to take ſome refreſhment, I ſaw my 
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conductors ſaddling their horſes in the 
yard; although it was impoſſible for them 


to diſcover who I was, yet the very know- 


. ledge I had of myſelf cauſed me to think I 


looked ſuſpicious, and I trembled every 

ſtep I rook, until I had got many nules be- 
yond the village. From that time I hap- 
pened with no other circumſtance of con- 
lequence, but arrived ſafe in the kingdom 
of Arragon. 1 there enquired for the cha- 


teau de Brun, and, being directed the near- 


eſt way to it by the peaſants, found, as I 
deſired, a reward which ſufficiently com- 
penſates me for all my troubles and miſ- 
fortunes.” | 
The families of Bertram and Alexo 
lived in ſtrict friendſhip; and, as they had 


ſuffered together in misfortunes, they now 


ſhared the bleſſing of peace and affluence; 
whilſt Angelo and Alphonſo fixed their 
reſidence at the foot of the Pyrennees, in 
a ſolitary village, for the purpoſe of medi- 
tation and reflection | 
For the energy, neceſlary tothe perfor- 
mance of great actions, elevation of charac- 
ter, and ſtability and firmneſs in virtue, is 


no where ſo eaſily acquired as in ſolitude, 


and never ſo efficacious as by religion.” 


— 


FINIS, 
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